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The Kaaring GirU. Or Moll CulPiint. As it kath latrly heme 



Aited Ptt the Far/une-sl 



e by the Pritict his Playin 



bj T. Middleten and T. Dtiiar. Prinled at Londnafor Thomas 
Artier, and are la be lold at his shop in Popes htad-pallate, 
mm Iht Royal! Sxikarige. i6i t, 410. 

TTie Reariig Girl was Mary Frith, whose career is the Kabjeel of - 
an amuiing proce-tract (published in 1663), entitled The Life and 
Draikof Mrs. Mary Frith. Cemmonly called Afal Culf-urse. Exactly 
Colledtd and now PaUUhed for the Delight and Recrealion of all 
Merry disposed Persons. London, I2mo. Prefixed to this tract is 
Moll's portntit, which is here reproduced on the opposite page for 
ihe reader's sitisfaction. The narrative is highly flavoured, but 
ippeon to have been ba^ed to some extent 00 authentic inrormntion. 
Moll "WM bom 1589' in Birbican, at the upper end of Aldersgate 
StiecL" She came of honest parentage, her hther being a shoe- 
maker — "a fait and square conditioned man, that loved a good 
fellow next to himself, which made his issue be so sociable," 
Particular ore was bestowed on her education, for her boisterous , 
and majculine spirit caused her parents much solicitude. "A very 
Tomrig or Rumpscultle she was, and delighted and sptorted only in 
boys' play and pastime, not minding or companying with the girls : 
many a bang and blow this boyting procured her, but she was not 
M to be tamed or taken off from her rude inclinations ; she could 
no! endure their sedentary life of sewing or stitching; a sampler 
wasasgrievous as a winding-sheet ; her needle, bodkin, and thimble 
ihe could not think on quietly, wishing them changed into sword 

Pmhablv isS4-5 woulci b. ntarcr iht muk. S« i.hal folloFi on p, 4. 



( 4 ) 

and dagger for a bout at cudgeU.*' When she had grown to be a 
" lusty and sturdy wench,'* she was put out to service ; but house- 
hold work of tiny kind was distasteful to her, and '* above all she 
had a natural abhorrence to the tending of children, to whom she 
ever had an averseness in her mind equal to the sterility and barren- 
ness in her womb, never being made a mother, to our best informa- 
tion. " Abandoning service, she assumed masculine attire, and ** to her 
dying day she would not leave it offl" She subsequently became 
notorious as a bully, whore, bawd, pickpurse, fortune-teller, receiver, 
and forger. Chamberlain in a letter to Carleton (dated nth Feb- 
ruary i6i 1-2), tells how she did penance at Paul's Cross. She wept 
bitterly on that occasion, and seemed very penitent, but it was after- 
wards suspected that ''she was maudlin-drunk, being discovered 
to have tippled off three quarts of sack before she came to her 
penance." At a later date she enjoyed the friendship of the 
notorious Captain Hind and of one Richard Hannam, a worthy who 
" constantly wore a watchmaker's and jeweller's shop in his pocket, 
and could at any time command a thousand pounds." She waylaid 
at various times parties of Parliamentarians ; and it is related (in 
Smith's Lives of Highwaymen) that she once robbed General Fair- 
fax on Hounslow Heath, shot him through the arm, and killed two 
horses on which his servants were riding ; whereupon she was pur- 
sued by some Parliamentarian officers (who were quartered at 
Hounslow), apprehended at Tumham Green, and sent to Newgate, 
finally procuring her release by paying Fairfax two thousand pounds. 
On her expeditions she was often accompanied by a dog, which she 
had very skilfully trained to evil courses. She kept in her service a 
gang of thieves. Her constant practice of smoking is supposed to 
have conduced to her longevity, for she suffered from a dropsy which 
eventually despatched her in her "threescore and fourteenth year." 
The writer of the memoir shows Herodotus' disr^ard for dates. If 
Moll died in or before 1661 at the age of seventy-four, she could not 
have been bom so late as 1589. In Dodsley's Old PlaySf xil 398, 
ed. 1780, the writer of a note signed N. states, on the authority of 
"a MS. in the British Museum" (a somewhat' vague reference), 
that she died at her house in Fleet Street on 26th July, was buried 




in (he church Of Siiinl Bridgel's, and lefl by will twentif pounds that 
the Conduit raighl run with wiue at the return of Charles 11. 

I tat not al all sure that Sir Toby lefen lo (he Roating Girl when y 
he spenks of "Mistrew Mall's picture" {Tivilftk JVi^fil, i. 3). 
Mary Frith was too joung la have come into notoriety when Twilflh 
Nigil «a£ written ; bat the allosioo may have been introduced at 
a later dale. In his Shakespeare denary Dycc su^csts — "After 
alt, OS it b« that ' Miilrtss Mail'i picture ' means merely a laJy's 
fic/ivtt So we stiU say ' Master Tom,' or " Master Jack,' lo desig- 
nate DO partiinilaT individual, but of young gentlemen generally." 

In August 16IC1, there was entered on the Stationers' Registers 
"A Booke called the Madde I'rancks of Merry Mai! of the Bankside, ■ 
with her Walks in Man's Apparel and to what Purpose. Written by 
John Day." Tt is not known to have been printed, 

Dyce and others have collected several early references lo mad 
Moll. I need not give them all : two will suffice. The first is Irom 
Frteman's Epigrams, Jfulbi and a Crtal Cast, 1614 : — 
" Epigram 90. 
Of Moll Culpurse disguised ^ng. 
" They say Mol's honest, and it may bee so, 
Bat yet it is a shrewd presumption no ; 
To touch but pitch, 'tis knowne it will defile ; 
Moll weares the breech, what may she be the while ? 
Son ihee that doth the ihadow go much grnce, 
What will ihee when the substance comes in place?" 
\ The Kcond is ftom Field's Amends for Ladies, 1618 (where she 
DTCS m one scene) : — 

"Hence, lewd impudent ! 
I know not what to term thee, man or woman, 
For Nature, shaming to acknowledge thee 
For either, hath produc'd thee to the world 
Without a sex ; some say thou art a woman. 
Others, a man ; and many, thou art both 
Woman and man ; but I think rather, neither ; 
Or man and horse, as the old Centaurs were felgn'd " (ii. 1], 
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TO THE COMIC PLAYREADERS. VENERY 
AND LAUGHTER. 

Thk fashion of play-making I can properly compare j 
lo nothing so naturally as the alteration in apparel ; for 
in the time of the great crop-doublet, your huge bom- 
basted plays, quilted with mighty words to lean purpose, 
was only then in fashion : ' and as the doublet fell, 
neater inventions began to set up. Now, in the time of 
spraceness, our plays follow the niceness of our garments ; 
single plots, quaint conceits, lecherous jests, drest up in 
hanging sleeves; and those are fit for the times and the 
termers.' Such a kind of light-colour summer stuff, 
mingled with divers colours, you shall find this published 
comedy ; good to keep you in an afternoon from dice 
at home in your chambers ; and for venery, you shall 
find enough for sixpence,^ but well couched and you 
mark it ; for Venus, being a woman, passes through the 
play in doublet and breeches ; a brave disguise and a 
safe one, if the statute untie not her codpiece point. 



■ Se« Dole, vol. iij. p. ii, 
* See Dale i, voL iii. p. ;, 

> TIk ordiDAiy price of a, play. I have seen many oM pUyi which 
■ "IS. on the back of Ihe lut leaf " Price £o oj. 6d." 
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DOk I make no question but is fit for many of 
onipanies, as well as the person itself, and may 
)wed both gallery-room at the playhouse, and 
er-room at your lodging. Worse things, I must 
confess, the world has taxed her for than has been 
, of her; but 'tis the excellency of a writer to 
things better than he finds 'em; though some 
e fellow, that cares not what he writes against 

yet keeps a mystical bawdyhouse himself, and 
.ins drunkards, to make use of their pockets and 
is private bottle-ale at midnight, — though such a 
)uld have ript up the most nasty vice that ever 
Iched forth, and presented it to a modest assembly, 

rather wish in such discoveries, where reputation 
ieding, a slackness of truth than fulness of slander. 

THOMAS MIDDLETON. 
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PROLOGUE. 

A PLAY expected long makes the audience look 
For wonders ; that each scene should be a book, ^ 
Composed to all perfection : each one comes 
And brings a play in's head with him ; tip he sums 
What he would of a roaring girl have writ ; 
If that he finds not here, he mews ^ at it 
Only we [do] entreat you think our scene 
Cannot speak high, the subject being but mean ; ' 
A roaring girl, whose notes till now ne'er were, 
Shall fill with laughter our vast theatre.^ lo 

That's all which I dare promise : tragic passion, 
And such grave stuff, is this day out of fashion. 
I see Attention sets wide ope her gates 
Of hearing, and with covetous listening waits. 
To know what girl this roaring girl should be, 
For of that tribe are many. One is she 

1 Cf. Day's Parliament of Bees (ed. Bullen), p. 7 : — 

" If then they mew, reply not you,' but bring 
Their names to me." 
' The Fortune in Golding Lane, Cripplegate ; built by Henslowe and 
Allen in 1599-1600, and burnt down in 1621. It was a square building, 
measuring eighty feet each way outside and fifty-five feet inside. It 
was rebuilt, probably of brick, in 1623. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

SiK Alexandbr Wengkave. 

Sebastian Wencrave, hU job. 

Sir Guv Fitzallakd. 

Sir Davy Dapper. 

Jack Dapper, hh tatt. 

SrH Adam Appleton. 

Sir Thomas Lorn:. 

StR Beauteous Ganvmbde. 

Lord Noland. 

Goshawk. 

Greknwit. 

Gallipot, on afgikecary. 

TiLTVARD, a fealkcr-selUr. 

Openwork, a semfilrr. 

NtATFoor, Sir A. Wtagravi's man. 

Gull, fagt teja^k Dafftr. 

Trapuoor. 

Tearcat. 

Coaikman. 

Farter. 

Tailor. 

CVRTLEAX, a lergtani. 

HanoKh, hisytomaH. 

GentUmeH, Cutfuries, &v. 

KOS-L, lie Roaring Girt. 

Mary Fithallard, daugkttr ta Sir Ciy. 

Mistress Gallipot. 

Mistress Tiltvaru. 

Mistress Openwork. 

Scene, London. 
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ACT I. 

SCj:ne I. 

A Room in Sir Alexander Wengrave's House, 

Enter Mary Fitzallard disguised like a sempster^ with a 
aisefor bands, and Neatfoot with her, a napkin on 
his shoulder, and a trencher^ in his hand, as from 
table. 

Neat, The young gentleman, our young master, sir 
Alexander's son, is it into his ears, sweet damsel, emblem 
of fragility, you desire to have a message transported, or 
td^be transcendent ? 



^ " At this time pewter was not introduced into common use. Our 
ancestors were contCffTwith wooden trenchers, and these were even to 
be found at the tables of our nobility and persons of good fashion. 
Among the orders for household servants, devised by John Haryngton, 
1566, and renewed by his son, 1593, it is directed, *Tbat no man waite 
at the table without a trencher in his hand, except it be uppon good 
cause, on paine of i</.' {Nuga Antigua, vol. ii. p. 267, ed. 1779). 
See also the Northumberland Household- Book, p. 354. Trenchers are 
still used in some coUeges and inns-of-court. particularly in Lincoln's- 
Inn."— -^«ar. 



■ uiis jiulu uiusT wnitc nana. 

Mary. Thanks, sir. 

Neat. And withal certify him, that 
for him, now his belly is replenished 
modicum than any lay upon hi 
Hath he notion of your name, I beseei 

Maty. One, sir, of whom he bespak 

Ntat. Falling bands ? it shall 
you please to venture your modesty in 
a curl-pated f ompany of rude serving-nJ 
as they can set before you, you shall q 
and ingeniously * welcome. 

Mary. 1 have dined * indeed already 

I^eal. Or will you vouchsafe to kiss 
of rich Orleans in the buttery amon 
women ? 

Mary. Not now, in truth, sir. 

' See nole, voLiJi, p. i»8. '"In Evdyn'sOiim 
p. io8. Is the head ofCborleil. crmnied, in the gn 
ing a falling band; 'wbicb new mode,' lafs Mi 
Ihecumbetsomenlir: bul neither did the bisbopa 
so loon, the Lord Keeper Finch being. I think. It 
1 Ingtnumi is frequently found for ingcHiaus 
Tie Maiif! Tragedy, iii. i :— 

" Aminloi. thou hast an SKgeniaiis 
And ibouldsl be vinuous." 
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Ntat. Our young master shall then have a feeling of 
your being here ; presently it shall so be given him. 

Mary. I humbly thank you, sir. But that my bosom 
\Exit Neatcoot. 
Is full of bitter sorrows, I could smile 30 

To see this formal ape play antic tricks ; 
But in my breast a poison'd arrow sticks, 
And smiles cannot become me. Love woven slightly, 
Such as thy false heart makes, wears out as lightly ; 
But love being truly bred i' ih' soul, like mine, 
Bleeds even to death at the least wound it lakes, — 
The more we quench this [fire], the less it slakes : 
Ome! 

j Sgt'gr S ebastian Wengrave with Neatfoot. 

I Stb. A sempster speak with me, sayest thou ? 

Neat. Yes, sir ; she's there, mw voce to deliver her 
auricular confession. 41 

Scb. With me, sweetheart? what is't? 

Mary. I have brought home your bands, sir. 

Stb. Bands?— Neatfoot. 

Ntat. Sir? 

Sdi. Prithee, look in ; for all the gentlemen are upon 
rising. 

Neat. Yes, sir; a most methodical attendance shall be 
given. 

Seb. And dost hear ? if my father call for me, say I 
am busy with a sempster. 51 

Neal. Yes, sir ; he shall know it that you are busied 
with a needle-woman. 
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Seb, In's ear, good Neatfoot. 

Aeat It shall be so given him. [Exit, 

Self. Bands? you're mistaken, sweetheart, I bespake 
none: 
When^ where, I prithee ? what bands ? let me see them. 

Mary. Tea, sir ; a bond ^ fast seal'd with solemn oaths. 
Subscribed unto, as I thought, with your soul ; 
Delivered as your deed in sight of heaven : 60 

Is this bond cancelled ? l)jun yiw faiigunue ? 

Stb. Ha ! life of my life, sir G llY Fitzd lard'A daughter? 
What has transform'd my love to this strange shape ? 
Stay ; make all sure [sAuts the door\ ; so : now speak and 

be brief. 
Because the wolf's at door that lies in wait 
To prey upon us both. Albeit mine eyes 
Are blest by thine, yet this so strange disguise 
Holds me with fear and wonder. 

Maty. Mine's a loath'd sight ; 
Why from it are you banish'd else so long ? 

Sed. 1 must cut short my speech : in broken language 
Thus much, s^eet MolLf Xaauftt thy- oom^ ny shun ; 71 
I court, pother Moll : my thoughts must run 
As a horse runs that's blind round in a mill, 
Out every step, yet keeping one path still. 

Mary. Umph ! must you shun my company ? in one 
knot 
Have both our hands by th* hands of heaven been tied. 
Now to be broke ? I thought me once your bride ; 

1 The forms ^ond and dand were used indifferently. 



f-1 



The Roaring Girl. 



I 



Our fathers did agree on the time when : 
And must another bedfellow fill my room ? 

Seb. Sweet maid, lefs lose no time ; 'tis in heaven's 
book So 

Set down, that I must have thee ; an oath we took 
To keep our vows : but when the knight your father 
Was from mine parted, storms began to sit 
Upon my covetous father's brow[s], which fell 
From them on me. He reckon'd up what gold 
This maniage would draw from him ; at which he swore. 
To lose so much blood could not grieve him more : 
He then dissuades me from thee, call'd thee not fair, 
And ask'd what is she but a beggar's heir? 
He scora'd thy dowry of five thousand marks, 90 

If such a sum of money could be found. 
And 1 woidd match with that, he'd not undo it, 
Provided his bags might add nothing to it ; 
But vow'd, if I took thee, nay, more, did swear it, 
Save birth, from him I nothing should inherit. 

Mary. What follows then? my shipwreck? 

Seb. Dearest, no : 
Though wildlyin 
My" en"dTsT o meet thee ; 1 
Must \ now sail, else I n 
But both must sink for ei 
Call'd Moll, mad Moil, or merry Moll ; 
Sq strange in" quality, a whoTe"city takes 
Note of her name and person : all that affection 
I owe to ihee, on her in counterfeit passion 
I spend, 10 mad my father : he believes 



1 I go, 
with a side-wind 
n can find, 
Therg^s_a wench 
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I4oa^ Jipon^thiaJBUMtring Girl, and grieres 

As it becomes a father for a son 

That could be so bewitch'd : yet I'll go on 

This crooked way, sigh still for her, feign dreams 

In which I'll talk only of her: these streams no 

Shall, I hope, force my father to consent 

That here I anchor, rather than be rent 

Upon a rock so dangerous. Art thou pleas'd, 

Because thou seest we're waylaid, that I take 

A path that's safe, though it be far about ? 

Mary. My prayers with hearen guide thee ! 

Seb, Then I will on : 
My father is at hand ; kiss, and begone ! 
Hours shall be watch'd for meetings : I must now, 
As men for fear, to a strange idol bow. 

Mary, Farewell ! 

Seb. I'll guide thee forth : when next we meet, 120 
A story of Moll shall make our mirth more sweet. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave, Sir Davy Dapper, 
Sit'Tldam Appleton, Goshawk, Laxton, and 
Gentlemen. 

AU, Thanks, good sir Alexander, for our bounteous 
cheer ! 
^ S, Alex. Fie, fie, in giving thanks you pay too dear. 
5. Davy. When bounty spreads the table, faith, 'twere 
sin, 
At going off if thanks should not step in. 
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e of thanks, no more. Ay, marty, 

Th' inner room was too dose : how do you like 
This parlour, gentlemen ? 

All. O, passing well ! 

S. Adam. What a sweet breath the ait casts here, so 
cool ! 

Gos. I like the prospect best. 

Lax. See how 'tis fureish'd ! 130 

S. Davy. A very fair sweet room. 

S. Alex. Sir Davy Dapper, 
The furniture that doth adorn this room 
Cost many a fair grey groat ere it came here ; 
But good things are most cheap when they're most dear. 
NayTwlien you IbOftlllo my galleries, 
How bravely they're trimm'd up, you all shall swear 
You're highly pleas'd to see what's set down there : 
Stories of men and women, mix'd together 
Fair ones with foul, like sunshine in wet weather ; 
Within one square a thousand heads are laid, 140 

So close that al! of heads the room seems made ; 
As many faces there, fill'd with blithe looks, 
Shew like the promising titles of new books 
Writ merrily, the readers being their own eyes. 
Which seem lo move and to give plaudities ; 
And here and th^re, whilst with obsequious ears 
Throng'd heaps do listen, a cut-purse thrusts and leers 
With hawk's eyes for his prey ; I need not shew him ; 
By a hanging, villanous look yourselves may know him. 
The face is drawn so rarely ; then, sir, below 150 



20 The Roaring Girl. [act i. 

The very floor, as 'twere, waves to and fro, 
And, like a floating island, seems to move 
Upon a sea bound in with shores above. 

AIL These sights are excellent 1 

S. Alex. Ill shew you all : 
Since we are met, make our parting comical 

M^SiUit.^sMAAi\KS Wengrave with Greenwit. 

Seb, This gentleman, my friend, will take his leave, sir. 

5. Alex, Ha ! take his leave, Sebastian, who ? 

Seb, This gentleman. 

S. Alex, Your love, sir, has already given me some 
time, 
And if you please to trust my age with more. 
It shall pay double interest : good sir, stay. i6o 

Green, I have been too bold. 

5. Alex. Not so, sir : a merry day 
'Mongst friends being spent, is better than gold sav'd. — 
Some wine, some wine ! Where be these knaves I 
keep? 

lie-enter Neatfoot with several Servants. 

Neat, At your worshipful elbow, sir. 

6*. Alex, You're kissing my maids, drinking, or fast 

asleep. 
Neat, Your worship has given it us right. 
S, Alex, You varlets, stir ! 
Chairs, stools, and cushions ! — 

[Servants bring in wine, and place chairs, &*c. 
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Prithee, sir Davy Dapper, 
Make that chair thine. 

S. Davy, 'Tis but an easy gift ; 
And yet I thank you for it, sir : I'll take it. 

^ Alex, A chair for old sir Adam Appleton ! 170 

Neat, A back friend to your worship. 

S. Adam, Marry, good Neatfoot, 
I thank thee foPt ; back friends sometimes are good. 

61 Alex, Pray, make th at^sto ol^gm: jgerchy good 
master Goshawk. 

Gos, I stoop to your lure, sir. 

S, Alex, Son Sebastian, 
Take master Greenwit to you. 

Seb, Sit, dear friend. • 

S, Alex, Nay, master Laxton — furnish master Laxton 
With what he wants, a stone, — a stool, I would say, 
A stool. 

Lax. I had rather stand, sir. . 

« 

S, Alex, I know you had, good master Laxton : so, 
sa \Exeunt Neatfoot and Servants. 

Now here's a mess of friends ; and, gentlemen, 181 

Because time's glass shall not be nmning long, 
rU quicken it with a pretty tale. 
S, Davy. Good tales do well 
In these bad days, where vice does so excel. 

S, Adam, Begin, Sir Alexander. 

S, Alex, Last day I met 
An aged man, upon whose head was scor'd 
A debt of just so many years as these 
Which I owe to my grave : the man you all know. 
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AU. His name, I pray you, sir. 

■S. Alex. Nay, you shall pardon me : 
But when he saw me, with a sigh that brake, i 

Or seem'd to break, his heart-strings, thus he spake : 
O my good knight, says he (and ihen his eyes 
Were richer even by that which made Ihem poor, 
They'd spent so many tears (hey had no more), 

sir, says he, you know it ! for yoo ha' seen 
Blessings to rain upon mine house and me : 

* Fortune, who slaves men, was my slave ; her wheel 
Hath spun me golden threads ; for, I thank heaven, 

1 ne'er had but one cause to curse my star^ 

I ask'd him then what that one cause might be. n 

AU. So, sir. 

X AUx. He paDs'd : and as we often see 
A ses so r&uch becalm'd, there can be found 
No wrinkle on his brow, his waves being drown'd 
In their own rage ; but when th' imperious wind[s] 
Use strange invisible tyranny lo shake 
Both heaven's and earth's foundation at thetr noise. 
The seas, swelling with wrath to part that fiay. 
Rise up, and are more wild, more mad than they : 
Even so this good old man was by my qnestkm 
Stirr'd up to roughness ; yoa might see his giU i 

Flow even in's eyes ; then grew be &niasticaL 

3i Diijry. Fantastical ? ha, ha ! 

3: Alex. Yes ; and taik['d] oddly. 

5. Adam. Pray, sir, proceed : 
How did this old man end ? 

j: Altx, Many, sir, thus: 
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He left his wild fit to read o'er his cards ; 

Yet then, though age cast snow on all his hairs, 

He jo/d, because, says he, the god of gold 

Has been to me no niggard ; that disease, 

Of which all old men sicken, avarice, 219 

Never infected me 

Lax. He means not himself, I'm sure. \Aside, 

S. Akx. For, like a lamp 
Fed with continual oil, I spend and throw 
My light to all that need it, yet have still 
Enough to serve myself : O but, quoth he. 
Though heaven's dew faU thus on this aged tree, 
I have a son that,^ like a wedge, doth cleave 
My very heart-root I 

•SI Davy, Had he such a son ? 

Set, Now I do smell a fox strongly. \Aside, 

S, Alex. Let's see : no, master Green wit is not yet 
So mellow in years as he ; but as like Sebastian, 230 
Just like my son Sebastian, such another. 

Seb. Hoar finriy, Iftt a fmcer, 
M; ^firhfr f tt rhm hiw byblu t vA l^h it me ! 
But if I beat you not at your own weapon 
Ofsubtilty lAside, 

S. Alex, This son, saith he, that should be 
The column and main arch unto my house. 
The crutch unto my age, becomes a whirlwind 
Shaking the firm foundation. 

S. Adam, 'Tis some prodigal. 

1 Olded. "ihats." 
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t, old Adam BeU : » \Asidt. 

Vciij -raonsicr Dcitber, do prodigal, 240 

r, ciril, 2nd, ihoogh wifdes, 
iusband ; and sach a tiareUer, 
: tongaes in his head than some have 



1 have but two in mine; 

[paring and so waiy ? 
I couM vex hjs^ilMr«>? 

:sb-?J^*tei can vex any man. 
A scurvy woman, 
I the passionate old man swore he doated ; 

re, saiih he, nature hath brought fortii 

sex of woman. It is a thing 
ws not how to name : her birth began 150 

ras ail made : 'tis woman more than man, 
e than woman ; and, which to none can hap. 
Iin gives her two shadows to one shape ; 
more, let this strange thing walk, stand, or sit, 
r draws more eyes after it, 
monster ! 'tis some monster ! 
e's a vailet. 

cue lo btinle. \AHdt. 
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Seb. Tis false ? 

S. Alex, Ha, boy ? 

Seb. Tis false ! 260 

S. Alex, What's false ? I say she's naught. 

Seb, I say, that tongue 
That dares speak so, bat yours, sticks in the throat 
Of a rank villain : set yourself aside 

S, Alex. So, sir, what then ? 

Sd>. Any here else had lied. — 
I think I shall fit you. {^Aside. 

S, Alex, Lie? 

Seb. Yes. 

S, Davy, Doth this concern him ? 

S, Alex, Ah, sirrah -boy, 
Is your blood heated ? boils it ? are you stung ? 
Ill pierce you deeper yet. — O my dear friends, 
I am that wretched father ! this that son, / 

That sees hb ruin, yet headlong on doth run. 270 

S, Adam, Will you love such a poison ? 

S, Davy, Fie, fie. 

Seb, You're all mad. 

S, Alex, Thou'rt sick at heart, yet feel'st it not : of 
all these. 
What gentleman but thou, knowing his disease 
Mortal, would shun the cure ! — O master Greenwit, 
Would you to such an idol bow ? 

Green, Not I, sir. 

S, Alex, Here's master Laxton ; has he mind to a 
woman 
As thou hast ? 
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Lax, No, not I, sir. 

S, Alex. Sir, I know it 

Lax, Their good parts are so rare, their bad so 
common, 
I will have nought to do with any woman. 

S. Davy, 'Tis well done, master Laxton. 

S, Akx, O thou cruel boy, 2S0 

Thou would'st with lust an old man's life destroy 1 
Because thou see'st I'm half-way in my grave, 
Thou shovel'st dust upon me: would thou might'st 

have 
Thy wish, most wicked, most unnatural ! 

S, Davy, Why, sir, 'tis thought sir Guy Fitzallard's 
daughter 
Shall wed your son Sebastian. 

5. Alex, Sir Davy Dapper, 

■ 

I have upon my knees woo'd this fond ^ boy 
To take that virtuous maiden. 

Seb, Hark you ; a word, sir. 
You on your knees have curs'd that virtuous maiden. 
And me for loving her ; yet do you now 290 

Thus baffle ^ me to my face : wear not your knees 
In such entreats ; give me Fitzallard's daughter. 

S. Alex, I'll give thee rats-bane rather. 

Seb, Well, then, you know 
What dish I mean to feed upon. 



I Foolish. 

* Mock, insult ^^ Baffle was originally a punishment of infamy, 
inflicted on recreant knights, one part of which was hanging them up 
by the heeUi In French baffbuer or baffokr, ** — Nans, 
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S, Alex, Hark, gentlemen ! he swears 
To have this cut-purse drab, to spite my gall. 

All, Master Sebastian 

Seb. I am deaf to you all. 
Fm so bewitch'dy so bound to my desires, 
Tears, prayers, threats, nothing can quench out those 

fires 
That bum within me. [^Exit, 

S. Akx. Her blood shall quench it, then. — [Aside. 
Lose him not; O dissuade him, gentlemen ! 301 

S. Davy, He shall be wean'd, I warrant you. 

S. Alex. Before his eyes 
Lay down his shame, my grief, his miseries. 

All. No more, no more ; away ! 

\Es^nt all but Sir Alex. Wengrave. 

•SI Alex. I wash a negro, 
Losing both pains and cost : but take thy flight, 
rU be most near thee when I'm least in sight. 
Wild buck. 111 hunt thee breathless : thou shalt run on, 
But I will turn thiee when I'm not thought upon. — 

Enter Trapdoor with a letter. 

Now, sirrah, what are you? leave your ape's tricks, and 
speak. 310 

Trap. A letter from my captain to your worship. 

S. Alex. O, O, now I remember ; 'tis to prefer thee 
into my service. 

Trap. To be a shifter under your worship's nose of a 
clean trencher, when there's a good bit upon't. 
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S, Alex, Troth, honest fellow — Hum — ^ha — ^let me 
see — 
This knave shall be the axe to hew that down 
At which I stumble \ has a face that promiseth 
Much of a villain : I will grind his wit, 
And, if the edge prove fine, make use of it [Aside, 

Come hither, sirrah : canst thou be secret, ha ? 321 

Trap, As two crafty attorneys plotting the undoing of 
their clients. 

S, Alex, Did'st never, as thou'st walk'd about this 
town. 
Hear of a wench calPd Moll, mad, merry Moll ? 

Trap. Moll Cutpurse, sir? 

S. Alex, The same ; dost thou know her, then ? 

Trap, As well as I know 'twill rain upon Simon and 
Jude's day next : I will sift all the taverns i' th' city, and 
drink half pots with all the water-men * a' th' Bank-side, 
but, if you will, sir, I'll find her out. 331 

S, Alex, That task is easy ; d9't then : hold thy hand 
up. 
What's this ? is't burnt ? 2 

Trap, No, sir, no ; a little singed with making fire- 
works. 

S, Alex, There's money, spend it; that being spent, 
fetch more. [Grves money. 

Trap, O sir, that all the poor soldiers in England 



1 "Taylor the water-poet asserts, that at this time, between Windsor 
and Gravesend, there were not fewer than forty thousand water- 
men."— -^«</. 

3 Criminals were branded in the hand. 
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had such a leader! For fetching, no water-spaniel is 
like me. 

•S. Alex, This wench we speak of strays so from her 
kind, 
Nature repents she made her : 'tis a mermaid 340 

Has tol'd my son to shipwreck. 

Trap, I'll cut h er com b for you. 

S. Alex, FlTtell out gold for thee, then. Hunt her 
forth, 
Cast out a line hung full of silver hooks 
To catch her to thy company : deep spendings 
May draw her that's most chaste to a man's bosom. 

Trap. The gingling of golden bells, and a good fool 
with a hobbyhorse, will draw all the whores i' th' town 
to dance in a morris. 

S, Alex, Or rather, for that's best (they say sometimes 
She goes in breeches), follow her as her man. 351 

Trap, And when her breeches are off, she shall follow 
me. 

.SI Alex, Beat all thy brains to serve her. 

Trap, Zounds, sir, as country wenches beat cream till 
butter comes. 

31 Alex, Flay thou the subtle spider ; weave fine nets 
To ensnare her very life. 

Trap, Her life? 

S, Alex, Yes ; suck 
Her heart-blood, if thou canst : twist thou but cords 
To catch her, I'll find law to hang her up. 

Trap, Spoke like a worshipful bencher I 360 

S, Alex, Trace all her steps : at this she-fox's den 
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Watch what lambs enter ; let me play the shepherd 
To save their throats froml)ks.ding, and cut hers. 

Trap. This is the goll^lsiuLll do't 

S, Alex, Be firm, and gain me 
Ever thine own : this done, I entertain thee. 
How is thy name ? 

Trap, My name, sir, is Ralph Trapdoor, honest Ralph. 

S. Alex. Tmpfinnri ho likr thy namrn ft dangrrnm 
s|ep 
For her to venture on ; but unto me 

Trap, As fast as your sole to your boot or shoe, sir. 370 

S, Alex, Hence, then; be little seen here as thou 
canst ; 
1*11 still be at thine elbow. 

Trap, The trapdoor's set. 
Moll, if you budge, you're gone : this me shall crown ; 
A roaring boy the.*oaring"girl pttts-^wn. 

S, Alex, God-a-mercy, lose no time. [Exeunt 

^ A cant term for hand. 
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SCENE I. 

/ 



Thrje Shops open in a rank: the first an Apothecary s Shop, 
the next a Feather-shop, the third a Sempster^s Shop ; 
Mistress Gallipot in the first. Mistress Tiltyard 
in the next. Openwork and Mistress Openwork in 
the third. 

Enter Laxton, Goshawk, and Greenwit. 

Mis, Open, Gentlemen, what is't you lack? what is't 
you bay? see fine bands and ruflfs, fine lawns, fine 
cambrics : what is't you lack, gentlemen ? what is't you 
buy? 

Lax, Yonder's the shop. 

Gos, Is that she ? 

Lax, Peace. 

Green, She that minces tobacco ? ^ 



1 '* When this play was written tobacco was sold by apothecaries : 
• Or in th* Apothicaryes shop bee scene 
To wrap Druggs, or to dry Tobacco in.* 

Certain Eltgus, with [Fitz Gtffre^i\ Satyrs and 
Epigrams, i69M3, sig. G ^"—Dyce, 



iicr nusDand turns bank 
up again. 

Lax. And, indeed, t. 
lifting ur, of the roan's h 
t'other will bud as fast, 1 

Gas, Come, thou'rt 
grope that. 

Lax. And you grope 
chance lie i' th' ditch wh* 

Gos. Go, thou'rt a mys 

Lax. I will not deny 1 
ounce of pure smoke. 

Gos. May take up an 
Tis the closest striker ! * 1 
forty foot deep ; no man's 
smockster, go to work so 
that I*m as apparently seei 
and were it not for ajjiLfi 
to betray my friend when h 
yonder he is too ! — and bj 
access to her, I should ap 
as a farmer's son the first 
nothing at court but woo tl 




I 
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for a month together, and some broken waiting-women 
for ever after. I find those imperfections in my venery, 
that wcre't not for flattery and falsehood, I should want 
discourse and impudence ; and he that wants impudence 
among women is worthy to be kicked out at bed's feet. 
He shall not see me yet. \A»de. 

Green. Troth, this is finely shred. 41 

Lax. O, women are the best mincers. 

Alis. G. 'Thad been a good phrase for a cook's wife, 
sir 

Lax. But 'twill serve generally, like the front of a new 
almanac, as thus ; — calculated for the meridian of cooks' 
wives, but generally for all English women. 

Mis. G. Nay, you shall ha't, sir ; I have filled it for 
you. [S/u puis il to the fire. 

Lax. The pipe's in a good hand, and I wish mine 
always so. 52 

Green. But not to be used a' that fashion. 

Lax. O, pardon me, sir, I understand no French. I 
pray, be covered. Jack, a pipe of rich smoke I 

G6S. Rich smoke ? that's sixpence a pipe, is't ? 

Green. To me, sweet lady. 

Mis. G. Be not forgetful ; respect tny credit ; seem 
strange : art and wit makes a fool of suspicion ; pray, be 
wary. 60 

Lax, Push ! I warrant you. — Come, how is't, gallants ? 

Green. Pure and excellent. 

Lax. I thought 'twas good, you were grown so silent : 
you are like tliose that love not to talk at victuals, though 
they make a worse noise i' th' nose than a common 

VOL. IV. C 
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fiddler's 'prentice, and discourse a whole supper with 
snuffling. — I raust speak a word with you anon. 

Mis. G. Make your way wisely, then. 

Gos, O, what else, sir? he's perfection itself; full of 
manners, but not an acre of ground belonging to 'em. 70 

Green. Ay, and full of form ; has ne'er a good 'stool 
in's chamber. 

Gos. But above all, religious ; he preyeth daily upon 
elder brothers. 

Green. And valiant above measure; has run three 
streets from a sergeant 

Lax. Puhy puh. [Hie blows tobaew in their faees. 

Green. O, puh I 

Gos. Ho, ho ! 

Lax. So, so. 80 

Mis. G. What's the matter now, sir ? 

Lax. I protest I'm in extreme want of money ; if you 
can supply me now with any means, you do me the 
greatest pleasure, next to the bounty of your love, as 
ever poor gentleman tasted. 

Mis. G. What's the sum would pleasure ye, sir? 
though you deserve nothing less at my hands. 

Lax. Why, 'tis but for want of opportunity, thou 
knowest — I put her off with opportunity still : by this 
light, I hate her, but for means to keep me in fashion 
with gallants ; for what I take from her, I spend upon 
other wenches;" bear her Tn" hand ^ still r*sheTias wit 
enougn to rob her husband, and I ways enough to 

1 ** Bear in hand " = keep in expectation. 




: the money. [Aside.] — Why, how now ? what, 
the chincough ? ' gj 

Gas. Thou hast the cowardhest Crick to come before 
a man's face, and strangle him ere he be aware ! I could 
find in my heart to make a quarrel in earnest. 

Zax. Pox, and thou dost — thou knowest I never use 
to fight with my friends — thou'lt but lose thy labour in't. 
— ^Jack Dapper I loi 

EnUr Jack Dapper and Gull. 

Gran. Monsieur Dapper, I dive down to your anlcles. 

J. Dap. Savq ye, gentlemen, all three in a peculiar 
salute. 

Gos. He were ill to make a lawyer; he despatches 
three at once. 

Lax. So, well said. — But is this ^ of the same tobacco, 
mistress Gallipot ? 

Mis. G. The same you had at first, sir. 

Lax. I wish it no better ; this will serve to drink * at 
my chamber. 1 1 1 

Gos. Shall we taste a pipe on't ? 

Lax. Not of this by my troth, gentlemen, I have 
sworn before you. 

Gos. What, not Jack Dapper ? 

Lax. Pardon me, sweet Jack ; I'm sorry I made such 



' TATioopiog-cough. 

' " She Ki>e> Mm money, and he prelcnds that be » 

tMcco from Mra. Callipol." — CoUitr. 

' " Driolc (obiLCCo " = smoke. The expression ii very co 



36 The Roaring Girl. [act n. 

a rash oath, but foolish oaths must stand : where art 
going, Jack ? 

J, Dap, Faith to buy one feather. 

Lax, One feather? the fool's peculiar still \A5ide. 

/. Dap. GulL 

Gull. Master? 122 

J, Dap, Here's three halfpence^ for your ordinary, 
boy ; meet me an hour hence in Paul's. 

Gull, How? three single halfpence? life, this will 
scarce serve a man in sauce, a halp'orth of mustard, a 
halp'orth of oil, and a halp'orth of vinegar, — what's left 
then for the pickle herring ? This shows like small beer 
i' th* morning after a great surfeit of wine o'emight : he 
could spend his three pound last night in a supper 
amongst girls and brave bawdyhouse boys: I thought 
his pockets cackled not for nothing : these are the eggs 
of three pound, I'll go sup 'em up presently. 133 

\Aside^ and exit. 
Lax, Eight, nine, ten angels : good wench, i'faith, and 
one that loves darkness well ; she puts out a candle with 
the best tricks of any dragster's wife in England : but 
that which mads her, I rail upon opportunity still, and 
take no notice on't. The other night she would needs 
lead me into a room with a candle in her hand to show 
me a naked picture, where no sooner entered, but the 



1 In Middleton's Father HuhburcCs Tales mention is made of a three 
halfpenny ordinary : — "And being almost upon dinner-time we hied us 
and took our repast at thrifty mother Walker's, where we found a whole 
nest of pinching batchelors, crowded together upon forms and benches 
in that most worshipful three halfpenny ordinary." 
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candle was sent of an errand : now, I not intending to 
nnderstand her, but, like a puny ' at the inns of venery, 
called for another light innocently; thus reward I all 
ig with simple mistaking. I know she cozens 
her husband to keep me, and I'll keep her honest as long 
as I can, to make the poor man some part of amends. 
An honest mind of a whoremaster ! how think you 
you? What, a fresh pip?? draw io a third 



Gos. No, you're a hoarder, you engross by the ounces, 
[At the feather-shop. 

/. Dap. Pooh, I like it not 

Mis. T. What feather is't you'd have, sir? 
These are most worn and most in fashion : 
.Amongst the beaver gallants, the stone riders, 
The private stage's audience, the twelvepenny-stool 
geoilemen,^ 

can inform you 'tis the general feather. 

J. Dap. And therefore I mislike it : tell me of general ! 
Now, a continual Simon and Jude's rain 
Beat all your feathers as Hat down as pancakes i 
Show me — a — spangled feather. 

Mis. T. O, to go a-Ieasttng with ; 
You'd have it for a hench-boy,^ you shall. igo 

\Al the sempstei's shop. 

Open. Mass, I had quite forgot ! 



1 Paiiyv»s a lerm tor an Oxford freshmai 

: the Inns-of-Coutl. 

I See Hole a. vol iii. p. 347. Sixpence w 



nly-enleied sludenl 
dlnaiy price for the 
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His honour's footman was here last night, wife ; 
Ha' you done with my lord's shin ? 

Mis. O, What's that to you, sir ? 
I was this morning at his honour's lodging, 
Ere such a snake as you crept out of your shell, 

Optn. 0, 'twas well done, good wife ! 

Mis. O. I hold it better, sir, 
Than if you had done't yourself. 

Open. Nay, so say I : 
But is the countess's smock almost done, mouse ? ' 



Mis, 0. Here lies the cambric, i 



I but w 



„ I fear 



Opm. I'll resolve you of that presently, 170 

Mis. O. Heyday ! O audacious groom ! 
Dare you presume to noble women's hnen ? 
Keep you your yard to measure shepherds' holland : 
I must confine you, I see that. 

[At the tobacco-shop. 

Got. What say you to this gear ? 

Lax. I dare the arranfst critic in tobacco 
To lay one fault upon't. 

ffHjy Mjn in a friest jerkin and a black saveguari.^ 

Cos. Life, yonder's Moll ! 

Lax. Moll ! which Moll ? 

Gos. Honest Moll. 180 



' A icTTB of endearment. 

■ Ad oater petticoat wain over the other clothes (o protect them from 
the dirt ; the ordlDsi; riding-dress of women. 
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Lax. Prithee, let's call her.- 

Cm.! Moll, Jloll ! 

G/VCTt.' Pist, MqU I 

Mo!l. How now ? whaf s the matter ? 

Ges. A pipe of good tobacco, Moll ? 

Mot/. I cannot stay. 

Ges. Nay, Moll, pooh, prithee, hark ; but one wonl, 
i'faiih. ' 

Jfoll. Well, what is't ? 

Green. Prithee, come hither, sirrah. tgo 

Zax. Hpfltt. T w|nil<j.£iv but, too much m.oney to. be 
nibbling with that wench ! Hfe, sh'as the spirit of four 
great parishes, and a voice that will ilrown ail the city ! 
Methinks a brave captain raigiit get all his soldiers upon 
her, and ne'er be beholding to a company of Mile End ' 
milksops, if he could come on and come off quick 
enough; such a Moll were a marrow-bone before an 
Italian ; he would cry buona roba till his ribs were no- 
thing but bone. I'll lay hard siege_ ip.her ; money is that 
aquafortis that eats in\o inat^a niaidenKea3T"wTi"ere the ' 
walla are flesh and blood, I'll ever pierce through with a 
golden augre. {Aside. 

Ges. Now, thy judgment, Moll ? is't not good ? 203 

Mell. Yes, faith, 'lis very good tobacco, — How do you 
sell an ounce? — Farewell. — God b'i' you, mistress 
Gallipot. 

Ifia. M^l.MollI lone!pe«:hi[iolded.wilhlheprefii-,^K." 

GrttH. Pisl. Moll I I "^ 

■ The at; trained -bands were eicrdsed al Mile End. Among ihe 
lUuli mEnlioned iti Fletcher's Moniitur Thomas (III. 3) is Tkc Land. 
} iuf^tkt Sfaitiardi at BinB,viUh IKe Bloody Batik B.t MiU Eld. 
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Gos. Why, MoU, Moll ! 

AIM. \ cannot stay now, i'faith : I am going to buy 
a shag-niff; the shop wtl! be shut in presently. 

Gos. 'Tis the maddest fantasticalest girl 1 1 never 
knew so much flesh and sO'inuch nimblcness put to- 
gether, an 

Lax. She slips from one company to another, like a 
fat eel between a Dutchman's fingers. — I'll watch my 
time for her. \AHdt. 

Mis. G. Some will not stick to say she is a man. 
And some, both roan and woroan. 

Lax. That were excellent : she might first cuckold 
the husband, and then make him do as much for the 
wife. \At the feathtr-shop. 

MoU. Save you; how docs mistress Tiltyard? mi 

J. Dap. Moll ! 

Moll. Jack Dapper ! 

/. Dap. How dost, Moll ? 

Moll. I'll tell thee by and by ; I go but to til" next 

J. Dap. Thou shalt find me here this hour about a 
fcatlier. 

Moll. ■ Nay, and a feather hold you in play a whole 
hour, a goose will last you all the days of your life. — Let 
me see a good shag-ruff. \At the sfmpster'i shop. 

Open. Mistress Mary, that shalt thou, i'faith, and the 
best in the shop. ^33 

Mis. O. How now ? greetings 1 love-terms, with a pox, 
between you ! have I found out one of your haunts P I 
send you for hollands, and you're \' th' low countries 
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with a mischief. I'm served with good ware by th' shift ; 
that makes it lie dead so long upon my hands : I were 
as good shut up shop, for when I open it I take nothing. 

Open, Nay, and ydu fall a-ringing once, the devil 
cannot stop you. — I'll out of the belfrey as fast as I 
can, Moll. [^Retires. 

Miss, O. Get you from my shop ! 243 

MolL I come to buy. 

Mi's. O. I'll sell ye nothing ; I warn ye my house and 
shop. 

Mali, You, goody Openwork, you that prick out a 
poor living, 
And sews many a bawdy skin-coat together ; 
Thou private pandress between shirt and smock ; 
I wish thee for a minute but a man, 250 

Thou shouldst ne'er use more shapes ; but as thou art, 
I pity my revenge. Now my spleen's up, 
I would not mock it willingly. — 

Enter a Fellow, with a long rapier by his side. 

Ha ! be thankful ; 
Now I forgive thee. 

Mis, O. Marry, hang thee, I never asked forgiveness 
in my life. 

Moil, You, goodman swine's face ! 

Fei. What, will you murder me ? 

Moll. You remember, slave, how you abused me t'other 
night in a tavern. 260 

A/. Not I, by this light ! 

MolL No, but by candle-light you did : you have tricks 
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ive your oaths ; reservations have you ? and I have 
■ved somewhat for you [sfniia him\ As you like 
call for more ; you know the sign again. 
7. Pox on't, had I brought any company along with 
o have borne witness on't, 'twould ne'er have grjejed 
but to be struck and nobody by, 'tis my ill fortune 
Why, tread upon a worm, they say 'twill turn tail ; 
ndeed a gentleman should have more manners. 270 
[Aside, and exit. 
7x. Gallantly performed, i'faiih, Moll, and manfuUy! 
e thee for ever for't : base rogue, had he offered 
he least counter-buff, by this hand, I was prepared 

W/. You prepared for him? why should you be 
ued for him ? was he any more than a man ? 
IX. No, nor so much by a yard and a handful, 
.Ion measure- 
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Mell. Wha t to dg _thereP jgo 

Lax. Nothing but be merij.aild-licJagether: I'll 
hire a coach with four horses. 

Mali. I thought 'twould be a beastly journey. You 
inay leave oul one well ; three horses will serve, if I play 
tiie jade myself. 

Lax. Nay, push, thou'rt such anolher kicking wench ! 
Prithee, be kind, and let's meet. 

Moll. Tis hard but we shall meet, sir. 

£^x. Nay, but appoint the place then ; there's ten 
angels in fair gold, Moll : you see I do not trifle with 
you ; do but say thou wilt meet me, and I'll have a 
coach ready for thee. 302 

Moil. Why, here's my hand, I'll meet you, sir. 

Lax. O good gold ! [..^Ji'i/*.'] — ^The place, sweet 
Moil? 

MoU. It shall be your appointment 

Lax. Somewhat near Holborn, Moll. 

Molt. In GrayVInn-Fields then. 

Lax. A match. 

Mol/. I'll meet you there. 310 

Lax. The hour ? 

Moll. Three. 

Lax. That will be time enough to sup at Brainford. 

Opft. I am of such a nature, sir, I cannot endure the 
bouse when she scolds : sh'as a tongue will be heard 
fitrther in a still morning than Saint AntlJng's belL' 

' See note 1, vol. L p. 313 " 
• lecture early in the momir 
rilalit of (be times, "— Rod. 
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I rails apoQ me for foreign wenching, tint I being a 
1 must needs keep a whore i* th' saburbs, and 
I iropovemh the liberties. Wheo we fall out, I 
! yoa uiil to make all wfaoie with my wife. 330 

. No trouble at all ; 'tis a pleasure to me to join 
s together. 

. Go thy ways, I do this but to try thy honesty, 
liawk. \Aside.\ \Al the feather-skop. 

I Dap- How litest ihou this, Moll ? 
Wall. O, singularly ; you're fitted now for a bunch. — 
llooks for all ihc world, with those spangled feathers, 
la nobleman's bed-post. The purity of your wench 
lid I fain try ; she seems like Kent ' unconquered, 
! believe, as many wiles are in her. p, iji^ 
iDts of these times are shallow lechers I they put 
it courtship home enough to a wench : 'tis im- 
■ to know what woman is throughly honest, 
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Mis, O. spittle • dealing ! I came to him a gentle- 
xiinan bom : I'll show you mine anns when you please, 

Gos. I had rather see your legs, and begin that way. 

{AHde. 

Mis. 0. Tis well known he took me from a lady's 

f Bervice, where I was well beloved of the steward : I had 

my Latin tongue, and a spice of the French, before I 

came to him ; and now doth he keep a suburbian whore 

under my nostrils ? 35s 

tGfs. There's ways enough to cry quit with him : hark 
in thine ear. [ Whis^iJer. 

Mis, O. There's a friend worth a miilion ! 
Moll. I'll try one spear against your chastity, mistress 
Tiltyard, though it prove too short by the burgh.^ 
[Aside. 



Enter Trapdoor. 



I 



Trap. Mass, here she is : I'm bound already to serve 
her, though it be but a sluttish trick. [Aside^ — ^Bless 
ray hopeful young mUtress with long life and great 
limbs ; send her the upper hand of all bailiffs and their 
hungry adherents ! 363 

Moll. How now? what art thou ? 



» SfiUU or ipiUl = hoipital (originally for laiars ; afterwaida for 
BUiiDcd whores). 

* "The bumSi a broad ring of iroQ behind Ihe handle [of a (iUEog 
Iobcb], which biirre is broughl into Ihe sufHue or rest, when Ihe tiller is 
touJy 10 run BgainsI his enemy, or pteparelh himself lo combale or 
Bjeounter hisadteise party."— R. Holme's Aiad. of ArnoHry, ciledby 
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Trap, A poor ebbing gentleman, that would gladly 
wait for the young flood of your service. 

MolL My service? what should move you to offer 
your service to me, sir? 

Trap. The love I bear to your heroic spirit and 
masculine womanhood. 

MolL So. sir! put case we should retain you to us, 
what parts are there in you for a gentlewoman's service? 

Trap. Of two kinds, right worshipful ; moveable and 
immoveable — ^moveable to run of errands, and immove- 
able to stand when you have occasion to use me. 374 

MolL What strength have you ? 

Trap. Strength, mistress Moll ? I have gone up into 
a steeple, and stayed the great bell as't has been ringing; 
stopt a windmill going 

MolL And never struck down vourself ? 

Trap. Stood as upright as I do at this present. 380 

[Muu. trips up his heels. 

MolL Come, I pardon you for this; it shall be no 
disgrace to you : I have struck up the heels of the high 
German's ^ size ere now. What, not stand ? 

Trap. I am of that nature, where I love, I'll be at my 
mistress' foot to do her semce. 

MolL Why, well said ; but say your mistress should 



1 Nares quotes from Dekker*s OtcUs .AJmjmArJtt. 16x8, p. 6 : — * Since 
the Oerm^H faicer cudgelled most of our English fencers now about 

five months pkisi."* Ct :>amuel Rowley s XccU ScUUr^ ii, i : *• 5shall 

I l>e that Gtrmjtn fenctr and beat all the knocking bovs before me ? ' 
\^OU FUys, cd. Bullen. L a36.) See alio G;£}rd s SkirUy^ iii. 407. 
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receive injury, have you the spirit of fighting in you? 
duist you second her ? 

Trap. Life, I have kept a bridge myself, and drove 
seven at a time before me ! 390 

Moll. Ay? 

TVap, But they were all Lincolnshire bullocks, by my 
troth. \Asidc. 

Moll. Well, meet me in Gray's Inn Fields between 
three and four this afternoon, and, upon better consider- 
ation, we'll retain you. 

Trap. I humbly thank your good mistresship, — 
ril^_g[ack'your.D«ek forthis kindness. \Aside, and txil. 

Lax. RdBembcr three, [Moll nvcets Laxton, and 

Moll. Nay, if I fail you, hang me. 400 

Lax. Good wench, i'laith I 

Moll. Who's this? \lhen Openwokk. 

Open. 'Tis I, Moll. 

Moll. Prithee, tend thy shop and prevent bastards. 

Open. We'llhaveapint of the same wine,' i'faith, Moll. 
\E.xitii!ith Moll.] [Bell rings. 

OS. Haik, the bell rings I come, gentlemen. Jack 
Dapper, where shail's all munch? 
/. Dap. I am for Parker's ordinary. 

Lax. He's a good guest to'm, he deserves his board ; 
he draws all the gentlemen in a term-time thither. We'll 
be your followers, Jack ; lead the way. — Look you, by 
my faltb, the fool has feathered his nest well. 411 

[Exeunt Jack Dappek, Laxton, Goshawk, 
and Greenwit. 
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Enter Gallipot, Tiltyard, and Servants^ wiih toaier- 
^ " spanuis and a duck, 

TUt. Come, shut up your shops. Where's master 
Openwork ? 
Mis, G, Nay, ask not me, master Tiltyard. 
Tilt Where's his water-dog? puh — ^pist — ^hur— hur — 

pist! 

Gal. Come, wenches, come ; we're going all to Hogs- 
don.* 

Mis, G, To Hogsdon, husband ? 

Gal. Ay, to Hogsdon, pigsnie.^ 430 

^{is. G. Tm not ready, husband. 

Gal. Faith, that's well — hum — pist — pist — 

\SpitSjm* ik § d a ^ s mouth. 
Come, mistress Openwork, you are so long ! 

J/7j. O. 1 have no joy of my life, master Gallipot. 

Gal. Push,' let your boy lead his water-spaniel along, 
and we'll show you the bravest sport at Parlous Pond.* — 



1 Hogsdon (Hoxton) was a favourite resort of holidaj-maken ; the 
apprentices went there with their sweethearts to eat plum-cakes and 
custards (as we learn from Glapthome, Shirley, Jasper NIayne, &c.) 

s Diminutive oipig. A common term of endearment. 

» Pish. 

^ "This, I imagine, is the same place now called Peerless PooL It is 
situated near the Old-street Road, and was formerly a spring that, over- 
flowing its banks, caused a very dangerous pond, which, from the 
number of persons who lost their lives there, obtained the name of 
Perilous Pool. To prevent these accidents, it was in a manner filled up 
until the year 1743, when it was enclosed, and converted into a bathing- 
place. "—^«ei. 
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Hey, Trag, hey, Trug, hey, Trug ! ' here's the best duck in 
England, except my wife ; hey, hey, hey ! fetch, fetch, 
fetch !— 

Come let's away : 43° 

Of all the year this is the sportfui'st day. \ExmHt. 



Enter Sebastian Wengrave. 
Stb. If a man have a free will, where should the use / 
More perfect shine than in his will to love? 
All creatures have their liberty in that. 

Enter behind Sir Alexander Wengrave listening. 
Though else kept under servile yoke and fear; 
The very bond-slave has his freedom there. 
Amongst a world of creatures voic'd and silent. 
Must my desires wear fetters? — Yea, ate you 
So near ? then I must break with my heart's truth, 
Meet grief at a back way. — Well : why, suppose 

le two-leav'd " tongues of slander or of truth 1 



^Th. 



DSC Trug a Ihenamrof IheBpaQielwhomheiisendinglnlo 
hunt ducks ; or elfe ihat he meaos to say trudge, trudge. " 
The first eiplanation seems the more probable. 
» " Old ed. ■two Uaud tmguti.' The last editor of Dodsley's Old 
tttja printed ' two lewd tongues.' — leaud being, as he thinks, the old 
spelling of /niii^. Qy. ' InieXoixAT" — Dyct. Thercadmgof theolded. 
iniellif^ble. 
VOL, IV. D 
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lounce Moll loathsome ; iCbriomny love 
a^pfiai-iair, what injury hare I ? 
ve the thing I like : in all things else 
e own eye guides me, and I find 'em prosper. 
I what should ail it now? I know that man 
:r truly loves.— if he gainsay't he lies,— 
t winks and marries with his father's eyes : 
:eep mine own wide open. 

Enter ^ou. astd a Poner wUh a viol on his back. 

AUx. Here's brave wilfulness 1 
,ade match ! ' here she comes ; they met a' purpose. 

\Asidi. 
'oT. Must I cany this great fiddle to your chambet, 
ress Mary ? ^ " 
foil. Fiddle, goodman hog-iubber?^ Some of these 




That makes the best part of all c 
No otherwise I wish it. 

Moll. Sir, I am so poor to requite you, you must took 
for nothiDg but thaoks of me: I have no humour to 
many; I love to lie a' both sides a' th' bed myself: and 
again, a' th' other side, a wife, you know, ought to be 
obedient, but I fear me 1 am Loo headstrong to obey ; 
ihcrefore I'll ne'er go about it. I love you so well, sir, 
ibr your good will, I'd be loath you should repent your 
bargain al'ler ; and therefore we'll ne'er come together 
at first. I have the head now of myself, and am man 
enough for a woman : nuuiage is but a cboppiog and 
changing, where a maiden loses one head, and has a 
worse i' th' place. 47 

^Tkiex. The most comfortablest answer from a roar- 
ing girl 
That ever niine ears drunk in 1 \^Aside, 

Sei- This were enough 
Mow to affright a fool for ever from thee, 
"When 'lis the music that I love thee for, 

S. Alex. There's a boy spoils all again I \_Aside. 

Mall. Believe it, sir, I am not of that disdainful temper 
but I could love you faithfully. 

^ Akx. A pox on you for that word 1 I like you not 
now. 
You're a cuiming roarer, I see that already. \Asi4e. 

Moil. But sleep upon this once more, sir ; you may 

ince shift a mind to>morrow : be not too hasty to 
rang yourself; never while you live, sir, take a wife 
pinning ; many have run out at heels that have done't. 
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sec, sii, I speak against myself ; and if every woman 
J deal with their suitor so honesliy, poor younger 
IMS would not be so often giUled with old cozening 
«rs, that turn o'er ail their wealth in trust to some 
nan, and make the poor gentleman work hard (br a 
on. Fare you well, sir. 66 
t. Kay, prithee, one word more. 
Akx. How do I wrong this girl ! she puts him off 

stilL \Aai<. 
til Think upon this in cold blood, sir : you make 
acfa haste as if tou were a-gotng upon a sttugcoo 
;e. Take delibcrxtioD, sir ; cerer choose a wife as 
1 were going to Vii^nia.' 
h. And * so we parted : my toocursed fate ! 
Alex. Sbe is but cuiming, gixes him longer time 

int. \Aad^. 
EmUt Tailor. 
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Siotl. ^Vhat fiddllng's here ! would not the old pattern 
have served your turn ? 

Tat. You change ihe fashion ; you say you'll have ihe 
great Dutch slop,^ mistress Mary. 

MolL Why, sir, I say so stiU, 

Tai. Your breeches, then, will take up a yard more. 

Moll. Well, pray, look it be put in then. 9° 

Tai. It shall stand round and full, I warrant you. 

Moll. Pray, make 'em easy enough. 

Tai. I know my fauh now, t'other was somewhat stiff 
between the legs ; I'll make these open enough, I war- 
rant you. 

S Akx. Here's good gear towards ! * I have brought 
up my son lo marry a Dutch slop and a French doublet; 
a codpiece daughter ! \Aside. 

Tai. So, I have gone as far as I can go, 

Moll Why, then, farewell. loo 

Tai. If you go presently to your chamber, mistress 
Mary, pray, send me the measure of your thigh by some 
honest body, 

Moll. Well, sir, I'll send it by a porter presently. \Exit. 

Tai. So you had need, it is a lusty one ; both of them 
would make any porter's back ache in England, \Exit. 

Stb. I have examin'd the best part of man, 
Reason and judgment; and in love, they tell me, 
They leave me unconlroll'd ; he that is sway'd 

a unfeeling blood, past heat of love, I'o 
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spring-lime must needs err; his watch ne'er goes 

right 
t sets his dial by a rusty clock. 

Aifx. [coming forji'ard.'] So ; and which is that rusty 

clock, sir, you? 
'b. The clock at Lutlgate, sir ; it ne'er goes true. 

Aifx. But thou go'st falser; not thy father's cares 

keep thee right : when that insensible work 
ys the workman's art, lets off the hour, 

slops again when time is satisfied : 
thou runn'st on ; and judgment, thy main wheel, 
s by all slops, as if ihe work would break, no 
in wilh long pains for a minute's ruin : 
h like a sufTering man brought up with care, 
ist be(]ueath'd to shame and a short prayer. 
■/'. I taste you bitterer than I can deserve, sir. 
^^^haOja^e^tchhrnhee^or^^a^evi^^ 
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S. Alex, Whal saysl thou ? raarriage ? in what place ? 
the Sessions-house ? 
And who shall give the bride, prithee ? an indictment ? 

Sti. Sir, now ye lake part with the world to wrong 
her. 140 

S. Alex. Why, wouldst thou fain many to be pointed ' 
at? 
Alas, the number's great ! do not o'erburden'L 
Why, as good marry a beacon on a hill. 
Which all the country fix their eyes upon, 
As her thy folly doats oa If thou long'st 
To have the slory of thy infamous fortunes 
Serve for discourse in ordinaries and taverns, 
Thou'rt in the way ; or to confound thy name. 
Keep on, thou canst not miss it ; or to strike 
Thy wretched father to untimely coldness, iSo 

Keep the left hand still, it will bring thee to't. 
Yet, if no tears wrung from ihy father's eyes. 
Nor sighs that fly in sparkles from his sorrows, 
Had power 10 alter what is wilful in thee, 
Methinks her very name should fright thee from her. 
And never trouble me. 

Std. Why, is the name of Moll so fatal, sir? 

5. Alex. Many one, sir, where suspect is enter'd ; 
For, seek all London from one end to t'other, 
More whores of that name than of any ten other. '60 

Se/>. What's that to her? let those blush for them- 
selves : 
Can any guilt in others condemn her ? 
I've vow'd to love her : let ail storms oppose me 



A 
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That ever beat against the breast of man. 
Nothing but death's black tempest shall divide 11& 
S. Alex. Oy folly that can doat on nought bat shame 1 
Seb. Put case, a wanton itch rans through one name 

■ 

More than another ; is that name the worse, 
Where honest}' sits possest in't ? it should rather 
Appear more excellent, and deserve more praise, 170 
When through foul mists a brightness it can raise. 
AMiy, there are of the devils honest gentlemen 
And well descended, keep an open house, 
Anil some a' th' good man's ^ that are arrant knaves. 
He hates unworthily that by rote contemns, 
For the name neither saves nor yet condemns ; 
And for her honesty, I've made such proof on't 
In several forms, so nearly watch 'd her ways, 
I will maintain that strict against an army. 
Excepting you, my father. Here's her .worst, iSo 

i Sh'as a bold spirit that mingles with mankind. 
But nothing else comes near it : and oftentimes 
Through her apparel somewhat shames her birth ; 
But she is loose in nothing but in mirth : 

^ Would ail Molls were no worse ! 

^ iS. AUx, This way I toil in vain, and give but aim 

' J To infamy and ruin : h^^ilLiiall ; 



\ T^ '\ ' ^ MyWflif ing cannot sUiy him : all my joys 
^ ^ Stand at the brink of a devouring flood. 



^ 
<* 



^ " This seems to be an allusion to the proverbial sajring. * God*s a 
good man : ' see Mmch ado about Sotking^ act iii. sc 5, Nlalone's 
Shakespeare (by Boswdl), voL \-ii. p. 104, and Steevens's note."— Z>y<». 

^ FcMT the expression ** give aim,** see note i, voL iii. p. 358. 
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And will be wilfully swallowed, wilfully. 190 

But why so vain let all these tears be lost ? 
I'll pursue her to shame, and so all's crost 

[Asid^, and exit 

Seb. He's gone with some strange purpose, whose 
effect 
Will hurt me little if he shoot so wide, 
To think I love so bhndly : I but feed 
His heart to this match, to draw on the other, 
Wherein my joy sits with a full wish crown'd, 
Only his mood excepted, which must change 
By opposite policies, courses indirect ; 
Plain dealing in this world takes no effect ^ 200 

This mad girl 111 acquaint with my intent. 

Get her assistance, make my fortunes known : 
Twixt lovers' hearts she's a fit instrument. 

And has the art to help them to their own. 
By her advice, for in that craft she's wise, 
My love and I may meet, spite of all spies. [Exit, 



( 58 ) 



ACT III. 
SCENE I. 
Gray's Inn FUhh. 
Enter Laxton and Coachman. 
. Coachman. 
ach. Here, sir. 
. There's a tester ' more ; prithee drive thy coach 
r end of Mary bone- park, a fit place for Moll 
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Lax. May we safely take the upper hand of any 
coached velvet cap, or tuftafFety jacket? for they keep a 
vild ' swaggering in coaches now-a-days ; the highways 
are stopt with them. 

Coatk. My life for yours, and baffle ^ 'em too, sir : 
why, they are the same jades, believe it, sir, that have 
drawn all your famous whores to Ware. 

Lax. Nay, then they know their business ; they need 
no more instructions. 21 

Coach. They're so used to such journeys, sir, I never 
whip to 'em ; for if they catch but the scent of a 
ich once, they run like devils. 

\_Exil Coachman -with his whip. 

Lax. Fine Cerberus ! that rogue will have the start of 
a thousand ones ; for whilst others trot a' foot, he'll ride 
prancing to hell upon a coach-horse. Stay, 'tis now 
about the hour of her appointment, but yet I see her not. 
[The dock strikes /hrne.] Hark! what's this? one, two, 
three : three by the clock at Savoy ; this is the hour, and 
Gray's Inn Fields the place, she swore she'd meet me. 
Ha! yonder's two Inns-a'-court men with one wench, 
but that's not she ; they walk toward Islington out of 
my way. I see none yet drest like her ; I must look for 
a shag-rulT, a frieze jerken, a short sword, and a safe- 
guard, ' or I get none. Why, Moll, prithee, make haste, 

the coachman will curae us anon. 37 



fc>en. 
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Enter: ^ 9^,1,^ dr^s^^ gs^ man, 

Moll O, here's my gentleman 1 If they would keep 
their days as well with their mercers as their hours with 
their harlots, no bankrout ^ would give seven score pound 
for a sergeant's place ; for would you know a catchpoll 
rightly derived, the corruption of a citizen is the genera- 
tion of a sergeant. How his eye hawks for venery ! 
[Aside.] — Come, are you ready, sir? 

Zojc. Ready? for what, $ir? 

Moll Do you ask that now, sir ? 
Why was this meeting 'pointed ? 

Zax, I thought you mistook me, sir : you seem to be 
some young barrister ; 
I have no suit in law, all my land's sold ; 
I praise heaven for't, 't has rid me of much trouble. 5^ 

Moll Then I must wake you, sir ; where stands the 
coach ? 

Zax. Who's this ? Moll, honest Moll ? 

Moll So young, and purblind ? 
You're an old wanton in your eyes, I see that 

Zax. Thou'rt admirably suited for the Three Pigeons' 
at Brainford. I'll sffear I knew ibee not 
V Moll I'H^swearjou did not; but you shall know me 

now. 
\^ Si" Zax. No, not here; we shall be spied, i'faith; the 

^ / coach is better : come. 59 

• "■. 

« 

* 1 Old form of bankrupt. 

s An inn of which frequent mention is made. Lowin the actor kept 
it at a later date. 
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' Moll. Stay. 
Jjsx. What, wilt thou u 



\Puts off her doak. 
' 1 Moll ? 



a untruss a point,' 
Moll. Yes ; here's the point \praws her sword. 

That I untniss; 't has but one tag, 'twill serve though 
KTo tie up a rogue's tongue, 
b Lax. Howl 
P Mol!. There's the gold 
"With which you hir'd your hackney, here's her pace; 
She racks hard, and perhaps your bones will feel it : 
Ten angels of mine own I've put to thine ; 
Win 'em and wear 'em. 

Lax. Hold, Moll ! mistress Mary 

Moll. DrajK^-ot-i'll -serve an execution on thee, 

f Shall lay thee up till doomsday. 7^ 

I Lax. Draw upon a woman \ why, what dost mean, 
koup 
Moll. To teach-thyiuse.^tiioufihisjmannejs.; thou'rt V 
onejlllliBse " 

TljaUhints. CAcb woman thyfoad.fladble whore ; in. V * 

If she but cast a liberal eye upon thee, 
Turn back her head, she's thine ; or amongst company 
By chance drink first lo thee, then she's quite gone, 
There is no means to help her : nay, for a need, 
Wilt swear unto thy credulous fellow-lechers. 
That thou art more in favour with a lady So 

At first sight than her monkey all her lifetime. 
How many of our sex, by such as thou, 
Have their good thoughts paid with a blasted name 



le the lags or the breeches. 
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s deserr'd loosd j, or did uip 

m bCTODd cup and lip ! 
e tt*ia of cooscieooe zwi of soal, 
d mmen &11 into the harult 
I dient than a. bragging d 
3 mercy in'c What-d 
r vfaariah ? a Dame wfakb I'd tear out 9^ 

b Gennan's ' throai, if it lay leigci ' then 
ii privy slanden against me. 
7 all men, their voiM hates 
St flatteries, all tbeir golden witdicraAE, 
b ther entangle the pcwr spiiits of fools, 
|l Dcedle-Tomec and Oadc-fallca wives; 
t needs bite, or tbemselTes be bitten ; 
y things as these may soon be took 
Q (aiteo'd on a golden hook : 
le lecher's food, his prey ; he watches ■o' 
ing wedlocks ' aod poor shifting smeis ; 
t fish he takes. But why, good fisherman, 
tghi meat for yoo, that never yet 

i cast [owards me? 'cause, you'll say, 
!> sport, I'm often merry, jeat: 
DO kiailred in the world but hist, 
Itake all her friends then ! but howe'er 
I the baser world censure my iiie, 




ni send 'em word by thee, and write so much 

Upon thy breast, 'cause thou shall beart in mind, no 

Telltbenslwerc bMe-Wyield wliete Ihaveconqucr'd; "^ 

] ssarnTo prostitute myself to a man, 

I that can prostitute a man to me ; 

And so I greet thee. 

Lax. Hear me 

MelL Would the spirits 
Of all my s!ankj[er]ers were clasp'd in thine, 
That I might vex an army at one time ! [ Theyfi^kl. 

Lax. I do repent me ; hold ! 

Moll. You'll die the belter Christian ihea 

Lax. I do confess I have wronged thee, Moll. > 

AfoU. C ott twB o a-ig-bw peet ttmcndfcfOT wrong, uo /K 
XJnless a rope would follow. 

Lax. I ask ihee pardon. 

Moll. I'm your htr'd whore, sir I 

Lax. I yield both [jurse and body. 

MolL Both are mine, 
And now at my disposing. 

Lax. Spare my life I 

Moll. I scorn to strike thee basely. 

Lax. Spoke like a noble girl, i'faith 1 — Heart, I think 
1 fight with a familiar, or the ghost of a fencer. Sh'as 
wounded me gallantly. Call you this a lecherous viage? ' 
heres blood would have served me this seven year in 
broken heads and cut fingers ; anc 
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Pox a' the Three Pigeons ! I would the coach 
I here now to carry me to the chinirgeon's. ijj 

\Aii^, and exit. 
mill. If I could meet my enemies one by one 

thus, 
fcht make pretty shift with 'em in time, 
I make 'em know that she has wit and spirit, 

e beholding to her body for meat ; 

ir apparel, like your common dame, 
I makes shame get her clothes to cover shame. 

is that mind tiial kneels unto her body, 140 

1 husband stood in awe on's wife ; 
Ipirit shall be mistress of this house 
fcng as I have time in't. — O, 
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KFU fit her mistress-ship with a piece of service : 



\^ta hir'd to rid the town of one mad girl. 



I What a pox ails you, sir ? 

MolL He begins like a gentleman. 
Trap. Heart, is the field so narn 



[Moll jostles him. 



I Z^fe, he comes back again I 

Moll. Was this spoke to me, sir ? 
it tell, sir. 



I 



Trap. I cannot tell, sir. i6o 

Moll. Go, you're a coxcomb 

Trap. Coxcomb? 

Mai/. You're a slave ! 

Trap. I hope there's law for 

Moll. Yea, do you see, sir? 

Trap. Heart, this is no goo 
know what house you're of. 

Moli. One of the Temple, sii 

Trap. Mass, so methinks. 

Moll, And yet sometime I lie about Chick Lane. 

Trap. I like you the worse because you shift youi 
lodging so often : I'll not meddle with you for that trick, 



[Turns his hat. 

dealing ! pray, let me 



\Fillips him. 
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Moll. A good shift j but it shall not serve your turn. 

Trap. You'll give me leave to pass about my business, 
ir? 

Moll. Your business ? I'll make you wait on me 
fefore I ha' done, and glad to serve me too. 

TVifl/. How, sir? serve you? not if there were no 
« men in England. iSo 

\ VOL. IV. E 
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.a. Bat if dteie were oo more mom is EngHad, 
■: Toa'd wait upon joa m^atx thca ? 
^A Jfistreis? 

■H. O, yoo^e a tried sptnt at a poih. sir? 
■2p. What woold yooi worship have aw <io? 
,^ Yooafigfater! 
'jf. No, I pnise hearen, I hid better grace and 

■?IL Ashow, Ipnj, sir? 

'J/. life, 'thad been a beastly part of me to have 
n my weapcxB upon my mistresa : all the wurid 
: a'cncdshanKoTiBefor that 191 
■;;. Wby, bat ytm knew me not 
'ip. Do not say so, mistiess ; I knew you by yottr 
suaddle, as weU as if I had been in your belly. 
:>;/. Wen, we shaH tiy you fuitbet ; f th' mean time 
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Pii'rr.MT'iTiiiim Gallipot as from supper. Gallipot 
following her. 

Gal. What, Pru ! nay, sweet Prudence I 

Mis. G. What a pniing keep you ! I Ihink the baby 
would have a teat, it kyes ^ so. Pray, be not so fond of 
me, leave your city humours ; I'm vexed at you, to see 
how like a calf you come bleating after me. 

Gal. Nay, honey Pru, how does your rising up before 
all the table show, and flinging from my friends so un- 
civilly ! fie, Pra, fie ! come. 

Mis. G. Then up and ride, i'failh ! 

Gal. Up and ride? ray; my pretty Pru, that's far from 
my thought, duck : why, mouse, thy mind is nibbling at 
something ; what is't ? what lies upon thy stomach ? 

Mis. G. Such an ass as you : hoyda, you're best turn 
.midwife, or physician ! you're a 'poihecary already, but 
I'm none of your drugs. 

Gal. Thou art a sweet drug, sweetest Pru, and the 
more thou art pounded, the more precious. 

Mis. G. Must you be prying into a woman's secrets, 
•ay ye? 

GaL Woman's secrets ? 20 

1 ■■ i.t. cries. She imilales ihc jargon talked by nurses lo infiols." — 
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is. G. What! 1 cannot have a qualm come upon 
>ut your tecdi waters liil vour Dose hang over it ! 
1/ It is my love, dear wife, 

is. G. Your love ? your love is all words ; give me 
s : 1 cannot abide a man that's loo fond over me,— 
x>kish ! Tnou dost not know how to handle a 
la in her kind. 

1/. No, Pru ? why, I hope I have handled- ■ 

is. G. Handle a fool's head of your own,— fie, fie ! 
1/ Ha. ha. "tis such a wasp! it does me good now 
,ve her s[i]ing me, little ri^ue 1 31 
s. G. Now, fie, how you vex me ! I cannot abide 
: apron husbands:' such cotqueans!* you overdo 
things, they become you scurvily. 
u. Upon my tile she bree.is: heaven knows how I 
strained myself to please her night and day. I 



■CENB II ] 
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V grass, should bring love-letlers amongst her herbs to bis 
wife? pretty trick! fine conveyance ! had jealousy a 
thonsand eyes, a silly woman with scurvy-grass blinds 
theni all. 50 

(Laxton, with bays 
Crown I thy wit for this, it deserves praise : 
This makes me affect thee more, this proves thee wise ; 
'Lack, what poor shift is love forc'd to devise ! — 
To th' point. \ Rmds UlUr .'\ sweet creature — a sweet 
beginning ! — pardon my long absence, for thou shall shortly 
be possessed -aiilh my presence : though Demopho\p\n -was false 
to Phyllis, I -will be to thee as Pan-da-rus was to Cres-sida ; > 
thcitgh jEn*as made an ass of Dido, I will die to thee ere I 
do to. O sweetest creature, make much of me I for no man 
beneath the Hlver moon shall make more of a voman than I 
do of thee : furnish me therefore wilhlhirty pounds ; you 

I must do it of necessity far me ; I languish till I see some 
tomfort come from thee. Protesting not to die in thy debt, 
hit rather to live, so as hitherto I have and •will, 
T ky true l-a xton ever. 65 
.Alas, poor gentleman 1 troth, I pity him. 
How shall I raise this money ? thirty pound ! 
Tis thirty sure, a 3 before an o ; 
I know his threes too well. My childb ed linen. 
t;ha]i 1 p!.»^n tli;|t <nt..hX^ ? then if my mark 70 

Be known, I am undone ; ic may be thought 
My husband's bankrout,' Which way shall I turn ? 
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Laxton, what with my own fears and thy wants, 
I'm like a needle 'twixt two adamants. 



Re-enter G allipot hastily. 

GaL Nay, nay, wife, the women are all up — E[al 
how ? reading a' letters ? I smell a goose, a couple of 
capons, and a gammon of bacon, from her mother out 

of the country. I hold my life — steal, steal 

[Aside. 

Mis, G, O, beshrew your heart ! 

Gal AVhat letter's that ? Fll see't 80 

Alts, G, O, would thou had'st no eyes to see the 
downfal 
Of me and [of] thyself! I am for ever. 
For ever I'm undone ! 

GaL What ails my Pru ? 
What paper's that thou tear'st ? 

Mis. G. Would I could tear 
My very heart in pieces ! for my soul 
Lies on the rack of shame, that tortures me 
Beyond a woman's suflfering. 

GaL What means this ? 

Mis, G, Had you no other vengeance to throw down. 
But even in height of all my joys 

GaL Dear woman 

Mis, G, When the full sea of pleasure and content 90 
Seem'd to flow over me ? 

GaL As thou desir'st 
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To keep me out of Bedlam, tell what troubles thee ! 
Is not thy child at nurse falien sick, or dead ? 

Alls. G. O, no ! 

Gat. Heavens bless mc ! are my bams and houses 
Yonder at Hockley-hole consum'd with fire ? 
I can build more, sweet Pru. 

Mis. G, 'Tis worse, 'tis worse I 

Gal. My factor broke? or is the Jonas sunk? 

Mis. G. Would all we had were swallow'd in the 

Rather than bo'h should be the scorn of slaves 1 100 

Ga!. I'm at my wit's end. 

Mii. G. O my dear husband ! 
Where once I thought myself a fixed star, 
Flac'd only in the heaven of thine arms, 
I fear now 1 shall prove a wanderer, 
O Laxton, Laxton ! is it then my fate 
To be by thee o'erlhrown ? 

Gal. Defend me, wisdom. 
From falling into frenzy ! On my knees. 
Sweet Pru, speak ; what's thai Laxton, who so heavy 
Lies on thy bosom? 

Mis. G. I shall sure run mad ! 

Gal. I shall run mad for company then. Speak 
to me ; 1 10 

I'm Gallipot thy husband — Pru— why, Pru .-.V" 

An sick in conscience for some viUanous deed y v O'^^i^ 
Thou wert about to act? didst mean to rob me? p _j- "^ 

Tush, I forgive thee : hast thou on my bed 1 i ^ ' t, • 

Thrust my soft pillow under another's head ? ^^-^ 
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ink at all faults, Pru : 'las, that's no more 
what some neighbours near thee have done 
before ! 

. honey Pru, what's that LaxtOD ? 

J. G. ! 

/. Out with him ! 

(. G. 0, he's born to be ray undoer ! 120 

hani], which thou call's! thine, to him was given, 

m was I made sure ' i' th' sight of heaven. 

/. 1 never heard this thunder. 

J-. G. VeSf yes. .before 
to thee con tract ed^Ja-hiciJ swore : 
la^t I saw him.s twelve months three times told 

Qoon hath drawn through her light silver bow ; 

'er the seas he went, and it was said, 

iimour lies, that he in France was dead : 

e's alive, he's alive ! he sent 
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Mis. G. So black a day, poor wretch, went o'er thee 
never ! 

GaL If thou should'st wrestle with him at the law, 
Thou'rt sure to fall. No odd slight ? no prevention ? 
ril trilJdm th^^i'rf with -fhilri 

Mis. G. Umh ! 

Gal. Or give out 
One of my men was ta'en a-bed with thee. 

Mis. G. Umh, umh ! 

Gal. Before I lose thee, my dear Pru, 
111 drive it to that push. 

Ms. G. Worse and worse still ; 140 

Gal. Il Lbuy thee o f^himj stop his mouth with gold '• ^ m ^ * 
Think'st thou 'twill do ? ^ 

Mis. G. O me ! heavens grant it would I 
Yet now my senses are set more in tune. 
He writ, as I remember, in his letter. 
That he in riding up and down had spent. 
Ere he could find me, thirqiLyounds : send that ; 
Stand not on thirty with him. 

Gal. F orty^ Pru ! 
Say thou the word, 'tis done : we venture lives 
For wealth, but must do more to keep our wives. 150 
Thirty or forty, Pni ? 

Mis. G. Thirty, good sweet ; 
Of an ill bargain let's save what we can : 
I'll pay it him with my tears ; he was a man. 
When first I kn^w him, of a meek spirit, 
All goodness is not yet dried up, I hope. 



T^ JitmHmg GirL 



f ; BM ii . fci Hat Bop aU : 
tea «e iBMC diwik down gaSL 



B TounuD^ GoSKXTc. oa^ 



t ttom^ebcecfkezivBloobileek. 159 

. Dm! IwattsMjoaAat tatles were together? 
. T. Hov dnt thoH, Ksafa?* wfa;, sister Gal- 

[. <7. Lonl, bow ae's chsag'd ! 

. Ii fooT wife 01, sir ? 

'. Yes, iadeed, U, sir, tot ill, very tO, Derer wotsc 

: T. How her head boms 1 fed how her pulses 

Sistei. lie down a little : that alwavs does me 




Pmbbers in a false alley : thou wilt not believe me tbat his 
bowls run with a wrong bias. 

Mis. 0. It cannot sink into me that he feeds upon stale 
mutton ' abroad, having better and fresher at home, i8i 

Gos. What if I bring thee where thou shall see him 
stand at rack and manger ? 

Mis. O. I'll saddle him in's kind, and spur him till he 
kick again. 

Gos. Shall thou and I ride our journey then ? 

Mis. Q. Here's my hand. 

Gos. No more. — Corae, master Tiltyard, shall we leap 
into the stirrups with our women, and amble home? 

Tilt. Yes, yes. — Come, wife. 190 

Mis. T. In troth, sister, I hope you will do well for all 



Mis. G, I hope I shall. Farewell, good sister. Sweet 
ster Goshawk. 
Gal. Welcome, brother; most kindly welcome, sir, 
All. Thanks, sir, for our gooii cheer. 

{^xeunl all but Gallipot and Mis. Gallipot, 
Gal. It shall be so; because a crafty knave 
Shall not outreach me, nor walk by ray door 
With my wife arm in arm, as 'twere his whore. 
U give him a golden coxcomb, thirty pound. 200 

!^)sh, Pru, what's thirty pound? sweet duck, look 
cheerly. 

Mis. G. Th qu'rt w orthy of mj heart, thou buy'st it 
dearly. 



U^ 
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iS^t^xJLjLXTON muffled. 

Lax, Uds light, the tide's against me ; a pox of jour 
'pothecaryship 1 O for some glister to set him going I 
Tis one of Hercules' labours to tread one of these city 
hens, because their cocks are still crowing over them. 
There's no turning tail here, I must on. \AM€, 

Mis, G, O husband, see he comes ! 

Gal Let me deal with him. 

Lax, Bless you, sir. 

Gal, Be you blest too, sir, if you come in peace. 210 

Lax, Have you any good pudding^ tobacco, sir? 

Mis, G, O, pick no quarrels, gentle sir ! my husband 
Is not a man of weapon, as you are ; 
He knows all, I have open'd all before him, 
Concerning you. 

Lax, Zounds, has she shown my letters ? \Aside, 

Mis, G, Suppose my case were yours, what would you 
do? 
At such a pinch, such batteries, such assaults 
Of father, mother, kindred, to dissolve 
The knot you tied, and to be bound to him ; 
How could you shift this storm oflf? 

Lax, If I know, hang me ! 220 

Mis, G, Besides a story of your death was read 
Each minute to me. 

Lax, What a pox means this riddling ? [Aside, 

Gal, Be wise, sir ; let not you and I be tost 



1 See note 2, vol. iii. p. 324. 
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On lawyers' pens ; they have sharp nibs, and draw 
Men's very heart-blood from them. What need you, sir, 
To beat the drum of my wife's infamy, 
And call yoiu: friends together, sir, to prove 
Your precontract, when sh'as confest it ? 

Lax. Umh, sir, 
Has she confest it ? 

Gal. Sh'as, 'faith, to me, sir. 
Upon your letter sending. 

Mis. G. I have, I have. 230 

Lax. If I let this iron cool, call me slave. [Aside. 

Do you hear, you dame Prudence ? think'st thou, vile 

woman, 
I'll take these blows and wink ? 

Mis. Gal. Upon my knees. [Knaling. 

Lax. Out, impudence. 

Gal. Good sir 

Lax. You goatish slaves ! 
No wild ^ fowl to cut up but mine ? 

Gal. Alas, sir, 
You make her flesh to tremble ; fright her not : 
She shall dp reason, and what's fit. 

Lax. I'll have thee, 
Wert thou more common than an hospital, 
And more diseas'd. 

Gal. But one word, good sir ! 

Lax. So, sir. 



1 " To cut up wild fowl " was a cant expression, the meaning of which 
is sufficiently obvious. 
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Gat. I married her, have Hen with her, and got 240 
wo children on her body : think but on that : 
avc you so beggarly an appetite, 

hen I upon a dainty dish have fed 

.) dine upon my scraps, my leavings ? ha, sir? 

I come near you now, sir p 
Lax. Be-lady,' you touch me ! 

CaL Would not you scorn to wear ray clothes, 

sir? 
Lax. Right, sir. 
Gal. Then,, pray, sir, wear not her; fnL-she'B a 

garment 
y fiuing for my body, I am loath 
iiother should put it on : you'll undo both, 
our letter, as she said, coroplain'd you had spent, 350 

1 quest of her, some thirty pound ; I'll pay it : 




The Roarin 

Lax. Rarely; that wile, 
By which the. serpe-nt-tUd -the -first wi 
Did ever since all women's bosoms fill 
You^ieaEElg:gateiS-a]l, fiprpjvers still. 

SCENE III. 
Holborn. 

' Sir Alexander Wencrave, Sir Davy Dapper, 
andSiR Adam Appleton on one side, and Trapdook 
« Ihe other. 
S. Alex. Out with your tale, sir Davy, to sir Adam : 
^A knave is in mine eye deep in my debt. 

S. Davy. Nay, if he be a knave, sir, hold him fast. 

[Sir D. Dapper and Sir A. Appleton talk apart. 
S. Alex. Speak softly ; what egg is there hatching 
I now? 

TVap. A duck's egg, sir, a duck that has eaten a frog ; 
I have cracked the shell, and some villany or other will 
peep out presently : the duck that sits is the bouncing 
ramp,' thai roaring girl my mistress ; the drake that must 
tread is your son Sebastian. lo 

S. Alex. Be quick. 

Trap. As the tongue of an oyster-wench. 
^ Alex. And see thy news be true. 

> "i.t. ramping, oinpaQl creature: 'altbongh sbe were a liude 
htmnmg rampe, somewhat like GallenieUa,' &c.— G, Harvey's Pima 
SufcrmgaHon. 1593. p. 145." — Dyee. Cf. Gammer Curtan's Nadlt, 
ia. I : " Nay Be on Ibcc, Ihounix/, ttumrig, with all that (akelhy purl.'' 






T 
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Trap. As a barber's every Saturday night. Mad 

■11 

1. AUx. Ah 

Trap. Must be let in, without knocking, at your back 

-. AUx. So. 

Trap. Your chamber will be made bawdy. ao 
>. Ahx. Good. 

Trap. She comes in a shirt of maih "^ 
>. Akx. How? shirt of mail ? 

Trap. Yes, sir, or a male shirt ; that's to say, in man's 
.arel. 

\ AUx. To my son ? 

Trap. Close to your son : your son and her moon 

be in conjunction, if all almanacks lie not; her 

lIc savesuard ' is turned into a deep slop,^ the holes 

her upper body to buiton-holes, her waistcoat to a 
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S. AUx. Away \ ply it, watch her. 

Trap. As the devil doth for the death of a bawd ; I'll 
watch her, do you catch her. 

S. AUx, She's fast : here weave thou the nets. 
Hark. 

Trap, They are made. 

S. Alex. I told them thou didst owe me money : hold 
it up ; maintain't. 

Trap. Stiffly, as a puritan does contention. — Pox, I 
owe thee not the value of a halfpenny halter. so 

S. Alex, Thou shalt be hang'd in it ere thou 'scape 
so: 
Varlet, I'll make thee look th[o]rough a grate ! ^ 

Trap, I'll do't presently, through a tavern grate : 
drawer! pish. {Exit, 

S, Adam, Has the knave vex'd you, sir ? 

S, Alex, Ask'd him my money, 
He swears my son receiv'd it. O, that boy 
Will ne'er leave heaping sorrows on my heart. 
Till he has broke it quite ! 

S, Adam, Is he still wild ? 

•S. Alex, As is a Russian bear. 

S, Adam, But he has left 
His old haunt with that baggage ? 

iSl Alex, Worse still and worse ; 60 

He lays on me his shame, I on him my curse. 



^ The prison-grating, through which the poor prisoners let dovm their 
boxes or baskets to receive money or food from the charitable. Cf. 
stage-direction in Rowley's A Woman tuver Vext: — •' Old Foster, and 
above at the grcUt a box hanging down. *' 

VOL. IV. F 
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S, Davy, My son. Jack Dapper, then shall nin with 
him 
All in one pasture. 

S.Adam, Prov es yo gr son bad .tQO» sir ? 

5. Davy, As villany can make him : your Sebastian 
Doats but on one drab, mine on a thousand ; 
A noise ^ of fiddlers, tobacco, wine, and a whore, 
A mercer that will let him ^ke up more. 
Dice, and a water-spaniel with a duck, — O 
Bring him a-bed with these : when his purse gmgles, 
Roaring boys ^ follow at's tail, fencers and niiigles,' 7o 
Beasts Adam ne'er gave name to; these horse-leeches 

suck 
My son ; he being drawn dry, they all live on smoke. 

S, Alex, Tobacco ? 

6L Davy, Right : but I have in my brain 
A windmill going that shall grind to dust 
The follies of my son, and make him wise, 
Or a stark fool. Pray lend me your advice. 

' . - * > That shall you, good sir Davy. 

S. Davy, Here's the springe 
I ha' set to catch this woodcock * in : anaction 
In a false name, unknown to him, is enter'd 
I' thcHoiinter to arrest Jack Dapper. &> 

1 A company of musicians. The reader will remember how the 
drawer at the Boar's Head sent for •• Sneak's noise " to play before 
Falstaff. 

« See p. 6. • Or ingles. See note 2, vol. i. p. 90. 

* " Springes to catch woodcocks" {Hamlet, i. 4 L 115), i,t, derices 
to delude the simple, was a proverbial expression. 
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S. Davy, Think you the Counter cannot break him ?J 

S. Adam. Break him ? 
Yes, and break's heart too, if he lie there long. 

S, Davy. I'll make him sing a counter-tenor sure. 

61 Adam. No way to tame him like it ; there he shall 
learn 
What money is indeed, and how to spend it. 

S. Davy. He'i bridled there. 

S. Alex. Ay, yet knows not how to mend it 
Bedlam cures not more madmen in a year 
Than one of the Counters does ; men pay more dear 
There for their wit than anywhere : a Counter I 90 

Why, 'tis an university,^ who not sees ? 
As scholars there, so here men take degrees. 
And follow the same studies all alike. 
Scholars learn first logic and rhetoric ; 
So does a prisoner : with fine honey'd speech 
At's first coming in he doth persuade, beseech 
He may be lodg'd with one that is not itchy, 
To lie in a clean chamber, in sheets not lousy ; 
But when he has np money, then does he try, 
By subtle logic and quaint sophistry, 100 

To make the keepers trust him. 

S. Adam. Say they do. 

S. Alex. Then he's a graduate. 

5. Davy. Say they trust him not 



^ See note a, vol. i. p. 192. 
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• 

S, Alex, Then is he hdda freshman and a sot. 
And never shall commence ; ^ but being still barr'd. 
Be expuls'd from the Master's side ' to th' Twopenny 

ward, 
Or else i' th* Hole beg place.' 

S, Adanu When then, I pray, 
Proceeds a prisoner ? 

S. Alex, When, money being the theme, 
He can dispute with his hard creditors' hearts, 
And get out clear, he's then a master of arts. 
Sir Davy, eend yonr son to Wood Street collie, no 
A gentleman can no where get more knowledge. 

S, Davy, The re gallapt & study hard. 

S, Alex, Trufiy-Io get money. 

S, Davy, 'Lies ^ by th' heels, i'faith : thanks, thanks ; 
I ha' sent 
For a couple of bears shall paw him. 

S, Adam. Who comes yonder ? 

S, Davy, They look like puttocks ; * these should be 
they. 

Enter Curtleax and Hanger. 

S, Alex, I know 'em. 
They are officers ; sir, we'll leave you. 



1 A Cambridge term (take his Master's degree). 

8 Master's Side, &c. See note 3, vol. i. p. 192. 

» Old ed. •• plac't."— Perhaps we should read " be placed." 

* ^Lies =. a lies, he lies. 

» Kites. 
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S. Davy. My good knights, 
Leave me ; you see I'm haunted now with sprites.' 

„' " !■ Fare you well, sir. \Exeiint. 

S. Adam. ) ^ 

Cur. This old muzzle-chops Should be he by the fellow's 
description. — Save you, sir. ikj 

S. Davy. Come hither, you mad varlets ; did not my 
wan tell you I watched here for you ? 

Cur. One in a blue coat,^ sir, told us that in this place 
an old gentleman would watch for us ; a thing contrary 
to our oath, for we are to watch for every wicked member 
ia a dly. 

S. Davy. You'll watch then for ten thousand : what's 
thy name, honesty ? 

Cur. Sergeant Curtleax I, sir. 

■K Davy. An excellent name for a sergeant, Cur- 
ileax : 130 

Sergeants indeed are weapons of the law ; 
When prodigal ruffians far in debt are grown, 
Should not you cut them, citizens were o'erthrown. 
Thou dwell' St hereby in Holborn, Curtieax? 

Cur. That's my circuit, sir; I conjure most in that 
circle. 

S. Davy. And what young toward whelp is this ? 

Han. Of the same litter ; his yeoman, sir; my name's 
BaDger. 

S. Davy. Yeoman Hanger : '4° 
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Cur. Ay, ay, sir, that gull, as well as I know my yeo- 
man. 

S. Davy. And you know his father too, sir Davy 
Dapper ? 

Cur. As damned a usurer as ever was among Jews : 
if he were sure his father's skin would yield him any 
money, he would, when he dies, flea ' it off, and sell it 
to cover drums for children at Bartholomew fair. 171 

5', Davy. \Vhat toads are these to spit poison on a 
man to his face! \Ande^ — Do you see, my honest 
rascals? yonder Greyhound is the dog he hunts with; 
out of that tavem Jack Dapper will sally : sa, sa ; give 
the counter; on, set upon him ! 

Both. We'll charge him upo' th' back, sir. 

S. Davy. T.atc-J!0;_^bail ; put mace ' enough into his 
caudle ; double your files, traverse your ground. 

Both. Brave, sir. iSo 

S. Davy. Cry arm, arm, arm ! 

Both. Thus, sir. 

S. Dtny. There, boy, thefe, boy ! away ; look to your 
prey, my true English wolves ; and so I vanish. \Exil. 

Cur. Some warden of the sergeants begat this old 
fellow, upon my life : stand close. 

Ban. Shall the ambuscado lie in one place? 

Cur. No; nook thou yonder, \Tliey relire. 

I 1 hsvc kepi Ihe old form ot " flay." 

* Serseanu earned maces. Wc bave bad the same pua id A Mad 
W«rld, mji Maittn, vol Ui. p. 30a 
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Enter JiiaLL and Trapdoor. 

Moll Ralph. 

Trap, What says my brave captain male and 
female ? 190 

Moll, This Holborn is such a wrangling street ! 

Trap, That's because lawyers walks to and fro 
in't 

Moll, Here's such jostling, as if every one we met were 
drunk and reeled. 

Trap, Stand, mistress ! do you not smell carrion ? 

Moll, Carrion ? no ; yet I spy ravens. 

Trap, Some.4^oor^3yiad-s h akg n gollanl will auon fidl 
into jpre labour, and these men-midwives ^ must bring 
him to bed i' the Counter : there all those that are great 
with child with debts lie in. 200 

Moll, Stand up. 

Trap, Like your new Maypole. 

Han, Whist, whew ! 

Cur. Hump, no. 

Moll, Peeping? it shall go hard, huntsmen, but I'll 
spoil your game. They look for all the world like two 
infected malt-men coming muffled up in their cloaks in a 
frosty morning to London. 

Trap, A course, captain ; a bear comes to the 
stake. 



* **So in The Whore of Babylon, \(xyj, by Dekkcr, 'Doe not you 
know, mistresse, what Serieants are ? . ... why they are certaine men 
mid'Wiues, that neuer bring people to bed^ but when they are sore in 
labour, that no body els can deliuer them.' Sig. D." — Dyce, 
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Enter Jack Dapper and Gull. 

MolL It should be so, for the dogs struggle to be let 
loose. '^ 211 

Han, Wh^w! 

Cur, Heipp. 

MolL HarkJ Trapdoor, follow your leader. 

/. Dap, Gull. 

Gull, Master? 

J, Dap. Didst ever see such an ass as I am, boy ? 

Gull, No,* by my troth, sir ; to lose all your money, 
yet have false dice of your own ; why, 'tis as I saw a 
great fellow used t'other day; he had a fair sword 
and buckler, and yet a butcher dry beat him with a 
cudgel. 222 

Trap} Honest servant, fly ! • 

Moll, Fly, master Dapper ! you'll be arrested else. 
J, Dap, Run, Gull, and draw. 

Gull. Run, master ; Gull follows you. 

\Extunt Dapper and Gull. 

Cur, [Moll holding M'm,] I know you well enough ; 
you're but a whore to haug upon any man ! 

Moll, Whores, then, are like sergeants ; so now hang 
you. — Draw, rogue, but strike not: for a broken pate 
they'll keep their beds, and recover twenty marks 
damages. 232 

Cur, You shall pay for this rescue. — Run down Shoe 
Lane and meet him. 



1 Old ed. '* Bo/A, Honest Serieant fly. flie Maister Dapper," 
Ac 



J fev-titiciuan De in sci 
Send but for Moll, she'll b 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 
A Room in Sir Alexander Wengrave's House. 

Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

S, Alex, Unhappy in the follies of a son, 
Led against judgment, sense, obedience, 
And all the powers of nobleness and wit ! 

Enter Trapdoor. 

O wretched father ! — Now, Trapdoor, will she come ? 

Trap, In man's apparel, sir \ I'm in her heart now. 
And share in all her secrets. 

S, Alex. Peace, peace, peace ! 
Here, take my German watch,^ hang*t up in sight. 
That I may see her hang in English for't. 

Trap. I warrant you for that now, next sessions rids 
her, sir. This watch will bring her in better than a hun- '^ 
died constables. \Han^ up the watch. 

S, Alex, Good Trapdoor, sayst thou so ? thou cheer'st 
my heart 12 



1 See note 9, vol. iii. p. 317. 
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After a storm of sorrow. My gold chain too ; 
Here, take a hundred marks in yellow links. 

Trap, That will do well to bring the watch to light, 
sir; 
And worth a thousand of your headborough's lanterns. 

S, Alex, Place that a' the court-cupboard ; ^ let it lie 
Full in the view of her thief-whorish eye. 

Trap, She cannot miss it, sir ; I see't so plain, 
That I could steal't myself. \Plaus the dunn, 

S. Alex, Perhaps thou shalt too, «> 

That or something as weighty : what she leaves 
Thou shalt come closely in and filch away. 
And all the weight upon her back I'll lay. 

Trap, You cannot assure that, sir. 

5. Alex, No? what lets it? 

Trap, Being a stout girl, perhaps shell desire pressing ; 
Then all the weight must lie upon her belly. 

S, Alex, Belly or back, I care not, so I've one. 

Trap, You're of my mind for that, sir. 

S, Alex, Hang up my ruff-band with the diamond 
at it; 
It may be she'll like that best. 3° 

Trap, It's well for her, that she must have her choice ; 
he thinks nothing too good for her. [Aside,']— li you 
hold on this mind a little longer, it shall be the first work 
I do to turn thief myself ; ['tjwould do a man good to be 
hanged when he is so well provided for. 

[Hangs up the ruff-hand. 

1 A moveable side-board on which plate was displayed. We also find 
the term cupboard of plate. 
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£ AUx. So, well said ; all hangs well ; would she 
hung so too ! 
The sight woulc! please me more than all their glisteiiogs. 
that my mysteries • to such straits should tun, 
That 1 must rob myself to bless my son J \ExtutU, 

£iila_.&EsikSTiAs Wencrave, Mary Fitzallard dis- 

kptited as a page, and Moll in her maU dress. 
Seb. Thou'st done me a kind office, without touch 
.:;ither of sin or shame ; our loves are honest. 41 

Afoli. I'd scorn to make such shift to bring you to- 
gether else. 
^ Seb. Now have I time and opportunity 
HfKthout all fear to bid thee welcome, love ! 
^B [Kisses Mary. 

^B Mary. Never with more desire and harder venture ! 
^B Moil. How strange this shows, one man to kiss 
^H another 

^m Seb. I'd kiss such men to choose, Moll ; 
Methinks a woman's lip tastes well in a doublet. 

Moll. Many an old madam has the better fortune 
then, 50 

Whose breaths grew stale before the fashion came r 
If that will help 'em, as you think 'twill do, 
They'll leam in time to pluck on the hose too. 

Sel>, The older they wax, Moll, troth I speak seriously, 
As some have a conceit their drink tastes better 




DcTJCQ. Dyce susecsls n 
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In an outlandish cup than in our own, 

So methinks every kiss she gives me now 

In this strange form is worth a pair of twa 

Here we are safe, and furthest from the eye 

Of all suspicion ; this is my father's chamber, 60 

Upon which floor he never steps till night : 

Here he mistrusts me not, nor I his coming ; 

At mine own chamber he still pries unto me. 

My freedom is not there at mine own findings 

Still checked and curb'd ; here he shall miss his purpose. 

Moll. And what's your business, now you have your 
mind, sir? 
At your great suit I promised you to come : 
I pitied her for name's sake, that a Moll 
Should be so crost in love, when there's so many 
That owes nine lays ^ a-piece, and not so little. 70 

My tailor fitted her ; how like you his work ? 

Seb, So well, no art can mend it, for this purpose : 
But to thy wit and help we're chief in debt, 
And must live still beholding. 

MolL Any honest pity 
Tm willing to bestow upon poor ringdoves. 

Seb. I'll offer no worse play. 

Moll, Nay, and you should, sir, 
I should draw first, and prove the quicker man. 

Scb, Hold, there shall need no weapon at this meet- 
ing; 
But 'cause thou shalt not loose thy fury idle, 

^ Wagers. 
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■ Here take this viol, run upon the guts, So 
I And end thy quarrel singing. 

[Takes down and gives Iter a viol. 

Moll. Like a swan above bridge ; ' 
EFor look you here's the bridge,' and here am I. 

Seb. Hold on, sweet Moll ! 

Alary. I've heard her much commended, sir, for one 
I That was ne'er taught 

Moll. I'm much beholding to 'em. 

■ Well, since you'll needs put us together, sir, 
m play my part as well as I can : it shall ne'er 
Be said I came into a gentleman's chamber. 
And lei his instrument hang by the walls. 

Seb. Why, well said, Moll, i'faith ; it had been a shame 
for that gentleman then that would have let it hung still, 
and ne'er offered ihee it, ga 

Moll. There it should have been still then for Moll ; 
I-'or though the world judge impudently of me, 
I never came into that chamber yet 
Where I took down the instrument myself. *' 

Seb. Pish, let 'em prate abroad; tbou'rt here where thou 
art known and loved ; there be a thousand close dames 
that will call the viol an unmannerly instrument for a 
woman, and therefore talk broadly of thee, when you 
shall have them sit wider to a worse quality, loi 

Moil. Push, 



' ll ii baldly Dccessar; to 537 thai tbc Thames abounded wilh si 
.In 1631 John Witherings pulilished The Orders, La 
d Aneitnt Cuslamti 1^ Svianns. 
■ Otlbe *iot-<k-gainbo. 
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I ever fall asleep and think not of 'em, sir ; 
And thus I dream. 

Seb, Prithee, let's hear thy dream, MolL 

Moll \sings!\ 

J dream there is a mistress^ 

And she lays out the money ; 
She goes unto her sisters^ 

She never comes at any. 

Re-enter Sir Alexander behind. 

She says she went to tK Burse ^ for patterns; 
You shall find her at Saint Kathertis^ no 

And comes home with never a penny. 

Seb. That's a free mistress, faith ! 
S, Alex, Ay, ay, ay, 
Like her that sings it ; one of thine own choosing. 

\Aside, 
MolL But shall I dream again? \Sings^ 

Here comes a wmch will brave ye ; 

Her courage was so great, 
She lay with one of the navy, 

Her husband lying V the Fleet, 
Yet oft with him she cavelPd ; 120 

/ wonder wJiat she ails ; 
Her husband's ship lay gravelPd, 

JVhen her's could hoise up sails : 
Yet she began, like all my foes, 

^ The New Exchange in the Strand. 
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To (all wkoTC first ; for so do those — 
A pox of all falsi tails t 

Seb. Marry, amen, say I ! 

5. Altx. So say I loo. \Aside. 

Moll. Hang up ihe viol now, sir : all this while I was 
in a dream ; one shall lie rudely then ; \ 
But being awake, I keep my legs together. 130 

A watch ? what's a' clock here ? 

S. Alex. Now, now she's trapt ! Y.'iside. 

Moll. Between one and two ; nay, then I care not. 
A watch and a musician are cousin-germans in one thing, 
they must both keep time well, or there's no goodness 
in 'em; the one else deserves to be dashed against a 
wail, and t'other to have his brains knocked out with a 
fiddle-case. 

\Vhat ! a loose chain and a dangling diamond ? 
Here were a brave booty for an evening thief now : 
There's many a younger brother would be glad 140 

To look twice in at a window for't, 
And wriggle in and out, like an eel in a sand-bag. 
0, if men's secret youthful faults should judge 'em, 
■T would be the general'st execution 
That e'er was seen in England ! 
There would be but few left to sing the ballads. 
There would be so much work ; most of our brokers 
Would be chosen for hangmen ; a good day for them ; 
They might renew their wardrobes of free cost then. 

Seb. This is the roaiing wench must do us good. 150 
Mary. No poison, sir, but serves us for some use; 
Which is confirm'd in her. 

VOL. IV, a 
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Seb. Peace, peace — 
'Foot, I did hear him sure, where'er he be. 

MolL Who did you hear? 

•S^^. My father; 
'Twas like a sigh ^ of his : I must be wary. 

S, Alex, No? wilt not be? am I alone so wretched 
That nothing takes ? Til put him to his plunge * for't 



Seb. Life 1 here he come& — Sir, I beseech you take it ; 
Your way of teaching does so much content me, i6i 
I'll make it four pound ; here's forty shillings, sir — 
I think I name it right — ^help me, good Moll — 
Forty in hand. \PStrmg atenef. 

MolL Sir, you shall pardon me : 
Fve more of the meanest scholar I can teach ; 
This pays me more than you have oflfer'd yet 

Seb, At the next quarter, 
When I receive the means my father 'lows me, 
You shall have t'other forty. 

S. Alex, This were well now, 
Wcre't to a man whose sorrows had blind eyes : 170 

But mine behold his follies and untruths 
With two clear glasses. [Aside — then coming Jbrward. 
How now? 

Seb. Sir? 

S, Alex. What's he there ? 

Seb, You're come in good time, sir ; I've a suit to you ; 
I'd crave your present kindness. 

^ Old ed. " sight ^ — a not uncommon foim. 
s Difficulty, straits. See HalliweU*s Nans, 
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S. Ahx. What's he there. 

Seb. A genUeman, a musician, sir; one of excellent 
fingering. 

S. AUx^ Ay, I think so ;— I wonder how they 'scap'd 
her. [Aside. 

Seb. Has the most delicate stroke, sir. 
S, Alex. A stroke indeed ! — I feel it at my heart. 

[Aside. 
Seb. Futs down all your famous musicians. i8o 

S Alex. Ay, a whore may put down a hundred of 
'em. [Aside. 

Seb. Forty shillings is the agreement, sir, between us : 
Mow, sir, my present means mounts but to half on't. 
S. Alex. And he stands upon the whole ? 
Seb. Ay, indeed does he, sir. 

S. A/ex. And will do still ; he'll ne'er be in other tale. 
Self. Therefore I'd slop his mouth, sir, and ' I could. 
S. Alex. Hum, true ; there is no other way indeed ; — 
His folly hardens ; shame must needs succeed. — 

[AHde. 
Now, sir, I understand you profess music. 

Moll. I'mapoor servantlothat liberal science, sir. igo 

S. Alex. ^Vhere is't you teach ? 

Moll. Right against Clifford's Inn. 

S. Alex. Hum, that's a fit place for"! : you've many 

scholars ? 
Moll, And some of worth, whom I may call my 
masters. 
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5. Alex. Ay, true, a company of whoremasters. 

\Aside. 

You teach to sing, too? 
Moll. Many, do I, sir. 

•SI Alex. I think you'll find an apt scholar of my 
son. 
Especially for prick-song. 
MolL I've much hope of him. 
5. Alex, I'm sorry for't, I have the less for that. 

\Asiie. 
You can play any lesson ? 
MolL At first sight, sir. 

S, Alex, There's a thing call'd the Witch ; can you 

play that ? 200 

MolL I would be sorry any one should mend me 

in't. 
S, Alex, Ay, I believe thee ; thou'st so bewitch'd my 
son, 
No care will mend the work that thou hast done. 
I have bethought myself, since my art fails, 
I'll make her policy the art to trap her. 
Here are four angels mark'd with holes in them 
Fit for his crack'd companions : gold he'll give her ; 
These will I make induction to her ruin. 
And rid shame from my house, grief from my heart. 

\Asidt. 
Here, son, in what you take content and pleasure, 210 
Want shall not curb you ; pay the gentleman 
His latter half in gold. [Gives money. 

Seb, I thank you, sir. 



ai^ -^~M*u^M=M*mAsS. 



sciNE II.] The Roaring Girl. lo i 

S. Alex. O may the operation on't end three ; 
In her life, shame in him, and grief in me ! 

\Aside^ and exit. 

Seb. Faith, thou shalt have 'em ; 'tis my father's gift : 
Never was man beguil'd with better shift. 

MoU. He that can take me for a male musician, 
I can't choose but make him my instrument, 
And play upon him. \Exeufit. 



SCENE 11. 

Befo re Ga llipot's Shop. 

Enter Mistress Gallipot and Mistress Openwork. 

Mis. G. Is, then, that bird of yours, master Goshawk, 
so wild? 

Mis. O. A Goshawk ? a puttock ; * all for prey : he 
angles for fish, but he loves flesh better. 

Mis. G. Is't possible his smooth face should have 
wrinkles in't, and we not see them ? 

Mis. O. Possible? why, have not many handsome 
legs in silk stockings villanous splay feet, for all their 
great roses ? * 

Mis. G. Troth, sirrah, thou sayst true. lo 

Mis. O. Didst never see an archer, as thou'st walked 
by Bunhill,* look a-squint when he drew his bow ? 

1 Kite. 

* Knots of ribbons worn on the shoe. 

s Where archery matches and artillery practice were held. On 2nd 



I02 The Roaring GirL [Acrrr. 

Mis. G. Yes, when his arrows hate ffinc^ toward 
Islington, his eyes have shot dean contrarj towards 
Pimlica* 

Mis. O. For all the world so does master Godiairic 

double with me. 

Mis. G. O, fie apon him : if he doable once, he's not 
forme. 

Mis. O. Because Goshawk goes in a 'shag-ruff* band, 
with a face sticking up in't which shows like an i^ate 
set in a cramp ring/ he thinks Fm in love with him. ^ 

Mis. G. 'Las, I think he takes his mark amiss in 
thee! 

Mis. O. He has, by often beating into me^ made me 
believe that, my husband kept a whore. 

Mis. G. Very good. 

Mis. O. Swore to me that my husband this very 
morning went in a boat, with a tilt over it, to the Three 
Pigeons at Brainford, and his punk with him under his 
tilt. 3P 

Mis. G. That were wholesome. 

Mis. O, I believed it ; fell a-swearing at him, cursing 



September 1623, Middleton received twenty marks "for his sendees at 
the shooting on Bunhill, and at the Conduit Head before the Lord 
Mayor and Aldermen * {Remetnbrancia, p. 305). 

1 Flown. 

s A part of Hozton. 

> We have had the term **shag-rufif" once or twice before in this 
play. Cf. Rowland's Knave of Hearts^ — " Rose hat-band with the 
shaj^ged-ragged-ruff, " 

^ Cramp rings were rings which had been consecrated on Good 
Friday and were supposed to preserve the wearer against cnmp. 
See Brand's Popular Antiquities. 
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of harlots ; made me ready to lioise up sail and be there 
as soon as he. 

Mis. G. So, so. 

Mis. 0. And for that voyage Goshawk comes hither 
incontinently : ^ but, sirrah, this water-spaniel dives after 
no duck but me ; his hope is having me at Brainford, to 
make me cry quack. 

Mis. G. Art sure of it? 4t> 

Mis. O. Sure of it? my poor innocent Openwork 
came in as I was poking my ruff:* presently hit I him 
i' the teeth with the Three Pigeons ; he forswore all ; 1 
up and opened all; and now stands lie in a shop hard 
by, like a musket on a rest,' to hit Goshawk i' the eye, 
when he comes to fetch me to the boat 

Mis. G. Such another lame gelding offered to carry 
through thick and thin, — Laxton, sirrah, — but I am 
rid of him now. 

Mis. O. Happy is the woman can be rid of 'em all ! 
'^las, what are your whisking gallants to our husbands, 
weigh 'em rightly, man for man? S' 

Mis. G. Troth, mere shallow things. 

Mis. O. Idle, simple things, running heads; and yet 
Ijet 'em run over us never so fast, we shopkeepers, when 
all's done, ve sure to have 'era in our pursenets ' at 



■ Immedialeljp, 

« See note 3, voL i, p. 6*. 

* "A support for the andent muskel. ll consisted of a pole ofiough 
wood wjlh an iron spike at tbe end to fit ii in Ibc ground, and a scmi- 
efaenlai pttxie of iroa al the top to rest tbe musket on. The soldier 

mied il by strings fastened over the sbouldet," — Halliwell. 

* Nets of which Ihc cndi are drawn togrllier by a string. 
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length ; and when they are in, lord, what simple aitimalu 
they are ! then they hang the head 

Mis. G. Then they droop 

Mis, O. Then they write letters 60 

Mis. G. Then they cog * 

Mis. O. Then deal tlhey underhand with nSi and we 
must ingle ^ with our husbands arbed; and we must 
swear they are our cousins, and able to do us a pleasure 
at court 

Mis. G. And yet, when we have done our best, all's 
but put into a riven dish; we are but frumped' at and 
libelled upon. 

Mis. O. O, if it were the good Lord's will there were 
a law made, no citizen should trust any of 'em all 1 70 

Enter Goshawk. 

Mis. G, Hush, sirrah ! Goshawk flutters. 

Gos. How now ? are you ready ? 

Mis. O. Nay, are you ready ? a little thing, you see, 
makes us ready. 

Gos. Us ? why, must she make one i' the voyage ? 

Mis. O. O, by any means ! do I know how my hus- 
band will handle me ? 77 

Gos. 'Foot, how shall I find water to keep these two 
mills going? [Aside."] — ^Well, since you'll needs be 
clapped under. hatches, if I sail not with you both till 
all split,^ hang me up at the main3rard and duck me. — 

1 Cog, ingU ^=.yihctid\t. 

* Mocked. 

s Make all split was a common phrase. Bottom says, '* I could play 
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It's bat liquoring them both soundly, and then you shall ^^| 
see their cork heels * fly up high, like two swans when ^^| 
their tails are above water, and their long necks under ^^| 
water diving to catch gudgeons. \Asidc^ — Come, come, ^^H 
oars stand ready ; the tide's with us ; on with those false ^^| 
&ces; blow winds and thou shalt take thy husband ^^| 
casting out his net to catch fresh salmon at Brainford. SS ^^H 

Mis. G. 1 believe you'll eat of a cod's head of your ^^H 

own dressing before you reach half way thither. [Aside.] ^H 

\Shi and Mispress OrmiWORi mask iitemsch'es. ^^| 

Gcs. So, so, follow close ; pin as you go. ^^^| 

^ater. Laxton muffled. ^^H 

Lax. Do you hear ? ^^^| 
Mis. G. Yes, I thank tny ears. ^H 
Lax. I roust have a bout with your 'pothecaryship. ^^^| 
Mis. C. At what weapon P ^^H 
Lax. I must speak with you. ^^^| 
Mis. G. No. ^H 
Lax. No ? you shall. ^H 
Mis. G. Shall ? away, souced sturgeon ! half fish, half ^H 
flesh. <oo ^ 


bctrs rarely, or a part to tear a cat in. lo make all split." It appears 
, lobaM tieen ori^nallr a sailor's phrase, as shown from a passage (quoted 
• Id Dyee's Shakisptan Glouary) of Greene's Ntver loo Lale :—•' He set 

down tbis penod with such a sigh that, as Ike marintri lay. a man 

would hare though! all wuld Aac* sflit again." 

mtn by women. Cf. Maraton's Dutch Caurtaan. til i— "Dost not 
weubigfiiori-ilefi. choppioes?" 
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Lax. Faith, gib,^ are 70a spitting? Til cut yourtai], 
puss-cat, for this. 

Mis. G. 'Las, poor Laxton^ I think thy tail's cot 
already ! your worst 

Lax. If I da not [Exit 

Gos. Come, ha' you done ? 

EnUr Openwork. 

'Sfoot, Rosamond, your husband ! 

Open. Ho^i^now? sweet master Goshawk ! none more 
welcome ; 
I've wanted your embracements : when friends meet, 
The music of the^spheres sounds not more sweet no 
Than does their conference. Who's this ? Rosamond ? 
Wife ? how now, sister ? 

Gos. Silence, if you love me ! 

Open. Why mask'd? 

Mis. O. Does a mask grieve you, sir ? 

Open. It does. 

Mis, O. Then you're best get you a mumming. 

Gos. 'Sfoot, you'll spoil all ! 

Mis. G. May not we cover our bare faces with masks, 
As well as you cover your bald heads with hats ? 

Open. No masks ; why, they're thieves to beauty, that 
rob eyes 
Of admiration in which true love lies. 
Why are masks worn ? why good ? or why desir'd ? 
Unless by their gay covers wits are fir'd 120 



^ A term of abuse lor a scold : literally a tom-cat. 
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To read the vildest ^ looks : many bad faces, 
Because rich gems are treasured up in cases, 
Pass by their privilege current ; but as caves 
Damn misers' gold, *'^. ^7'/'.°.^''. fl''^ KAquHA<^> gray^*' 
Men ne'er meet women with such muffled eyes, 
But they curse her that first did masks devise. 
And swear it was some beldam. Come, off with't 

Mis. O. I will not. 

open. Good faces mask'd are jewels kept by sprites ; ^ 
Hide none but bad ones, for they poison men's sights ; 130 
Show, then, as shopkeepers do their broider'd stuff. 
By owl-light ; fine wares can't be open enough. 
Prithee, sweet Rose, come, strike this sail. 

Mis. a Sail? 

Open. Ha! 
Yes, wife, strike sail, for storms are in thine eyes. 

Mis. O. They're here, sir, in my brows, if any rise. 

Open. Ha, brows ? — What says she, friend ? pray, tell 
me why 
Your two flags ' were advanc'd ; the comedy. 
Come, what's the comedy ? 

Mis. G.^ Westward ho.^ 

Open. How? 

Mis. O* 'Tis Westward ho, she says. 

Gos. Are you both mad ? 

1 vaest. 

« Olded. "spirits." 

s Flags were placed at the tops of theatres. 
« Olded. ".I/m/. Open," 

* By Webster and Dekker ; printed in 1607 (but written before 1605). 
"Westward ho ! " was a cry of the watermen. 
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Mis. O, Is't market-day at BiaiDford, and your ware 

Not sent up yet ? 

Open. What market-day ? what ware? 141 

Mis. O. A pie with three pigeons in't : 'tis drawn, 
And stays your cutting up. 

Gos, As you regard my credit 

Open. Art mad ? 

Mis. O. Yes, lecherous goat, baboon ! 1 

Open. Baboon? then toss me in a blanket 

Mis. O. Do I it well ? 

Mis. G. Rarely. 

Gos. Belike, sir, she's not well ; best leave her. 

Open. No ; 150 

I'll stand the storm now, how fierce soe'er it blow. 

Mis. O. Did I for this lose all my friends, refuse 
Rich hopes and golden fortunes, to be made 
A stale ^ to a common whore ? 

Open. This does amaze me. 

Mis. O. O God, O God ! feed at reversion now ? 
A strumpet's leaving ? 

Open. Rosamond ! 

Gos. I sweat ; would I lay in Cold Harbour ! ^ 

[Aside. 



^ "Our old writers use the term in the sense of a substitute for 
another in wickedness, especially in adultery, or sometimes as a cover 
for another's guilt — 

' You have another mistress, go to her, 
I will not be her stale.* 

The Shep/uards Holyday, sig. G. i.^'—Halliwell. 

' See note 2, vol ii. p. 277. 
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Mis, O, Thou'st struck ten thousand daggers through 
my heart ! 

Open, Not I, by heaven, sweet wife ! 160 

Mis, O, ^^^^ ^^U-£ ; that which thou swear'st by 
damns thee ! 

Gos, 'S heart, will you undo me ? 

Mis, O, Why stay you here ? the star by which you sail 
Shines yonder above Chelsea ; you lose your shore ; 
If this moon light you, seek out your light whore. 

Open, Ha! 

Mis, G, Push, your western pug ! ^ 

Gos, Zounds, now hell roars ! 

Mis, O, With whom you tilted in a pair of oars 
This very morning. 

Open, Oars? 

Mis, O, At Brainford, sir. 

Open, Rack not my patience. — Master Goshawk, ^ 
Some slave has buzz'd this into her, has he not ? M^ 
I run a tilt in Brainford with a woman ? 
Tis a He ! 
What old bawd tells thee this ? 's death, 'tis a lie ! 

Mis. O. Tis one [who] to thy face shall justify 
All that I speak. 

Open, Ud'soul, do but name that rascal ! 

Mis, O, No, sir, I will not 

1 *< ■ I doubt the sand-eyde asse will kicke like a Westeme Pugge, if 
I rabbe bim on the gall.*— -Greene's Theeves falling out, &a, sig. c, ed. 
1637. ' In so much that [during the plague] euen the Westeme Pugs 
reoduing mony here, have tyed it in a bag at the end of their barge, and 
so trailed it through the Thames,' &c. — Dekker*s Wonderfull Yeare^ 
1603, sig. P. '^^—Dyce, 
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Got. Keep thee there, girl, then 1 
Opcn^ Sister, know you this varlet ? 
Mis. G. Yes. 



lAsidi- 



. Swear true ; 
a rogue so- low damn'd ? a 



OJ,, 

Is there a rogue so- low damn'd ? a second Judas ? — 
A common hangman, cutting a man's throat, 
Does it to his face, — bite me behind my back ? iSo 

A cur dog ? swear if you know this hell-hound. 

Mis. G. In truth, I do. 

Open. His name? 

Mis. G. Not for the world ; 
To have you to stab him, 

Gos. O brave girls, worth gold ! ' [Aside. 

Open. A word, honest master Goshawk. 

[Draaiiag his sword. 

Gos. What do you mean, sir. 

Open. Keep ofT, and if the devil can give a name 
To this new fury, holla it through my ear, J 

Or wrap it up in some hid character. I 

I'll ride to Oxford and watch out mine eyes, \ 

But I wilt hear the Brazen Head ' sjieak, or else 
Show me but one hair of his head or beard, 190 

That I may sample it. If the fiend I meet 
In mine own house, I'll_^iJI h i m ; [in] the street, 



I OUed. "A/.i/. Oftn." . 

• " A fiirl vfonh ga\i " was n proverbial ejipiession : il a the after-tille 
oiHcTKooA'i Fair Maid of Ihi IVcit. 

» In Ihe prose-lracl of Ihe Famoui His/arif of Fryer Baum it ii 
related how " t'riai Bacon mnde n Braien Head lo speak, by whidi 
he would hare walled EagUuid alrout with brass." See Dyce's Qnaa, 
pp. 179-iEa (1 vol. ed.) 
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Or at the church-door, — thprp, '^jnig ? he ageks t' nant^ 



I 



Mis. O. My husband titles him ! 

Open. Master Goshawk, pray, sir, 
Sweat to me that you know him, or know him not, 
Who makes me at Brainford to take up a petticoat 
Besides my wife's, 

Cos. By heaven, that man I know not ! 

Mii. O. Come, come, you lie ! 

Gos. Will you not have all out ? 
"By heaven, I know no man beneath the moon 
Should do you wrong, but if I had his name, 
I'd print it in text letters. 

Mis. O. Print thine own then : 
Didst not thou swear to rae he kept his whore ! 

Mis. G. And that in sinful Brainford they'd commi 
That which our lips did water at, sir, — ha? 

Mis. O- Thou spider that hast woven thy cunning " 
In mine own house t' ensnare me I hast not thou 
Suek'd nourishment even underneath this roof. 
And turn'd it all to poison, spitting it 
On thy friend's face, my husband, (he as 'twere sleeping), 
Only to leave him ugly to mine eyes, ^ m 

That they might glance on thee? 

Mis. G. Speak, are these lies? 

Gos. Mine own shame me confounds ! 

Optn} No more ; he's slung. 
Who'd think "tHi in one body there could dwell j^ 



Old ed. " hlUl. Optn. 
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Defc 

In rings of gold stones thit be counterfeit : 
I thought you none. 

Gos. Pardon me I 

Open, Truth I do: 
This blemish fpnoyft in nata ire: not in you ; 
For man's creation stick[s] even moles in scorn 
On fairest cheeks. — Wif e, notliing's perfec t bom. 

Mis. O. I thought you had been t>om perfect 
J/ Open, What's this who le w6rld but a p it rotten pill? 



y-H' For at the heart lies the old core stilL 

I'll tell you, master Goshawk, ay« in your eye 
I have seen. wanton fire; and then, to try 
The soundness of my judgment, I told you 
I kept a whore, made you believe 'twas true, 
Only to feel how your pulse beat ; but find 
The world can hardly yield a perfect fiiend. 
Come, corbe, a trick of youth, and 'tis forgiven ; 
This rub put by, our love shall run more even. 

Mis, O, Yo u*H deal upon men's wives no more? 

Gos, No j you teach me 
A t(ick for that 

Mis. O, Troth, do not ; they'll o'erreach thee. 

Open. Make my house yours, sir, still. 

Gos, No. 

Open, I say you shall : 
Seeing thus besieg'd it holds out, 'twill never falL 



2JO 
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SCENE n ) The Roaring Girl. 

EnUr Gallipot, followed by Greenwit dhguistd as a 
Sumner;^ and "Lkkio^ muffled aloof off.^ 

Gal. With me, sir? 

Green. You, sir, I have gone snuffling* up and dm 
by your door this hour, to watch for you. 340 

Mii. G. What's the matter, husband ? 

Green. I have caught a cold in my head, sir, by sitting 
up late in the Rose tavern ; but I hope you understand 
my speech. 

Gal. So, sir. 

Green. I cite you by the name of Hippocrates Gallipot, 
I and you by [he name of Prudence Gallipot, to appear 
upon Craitino, — do you see ? — Crastino sancti Dunstani, 
this Easter tcnn, in Bow Church. 

Gal. Where, sir ? what says he ? 150 

Green. Bow, Bow Church, to answer to a libel of pre- 
contract on the part and behalf of the said Prudence and 
another : you're best, sir, take a copy of tlie citation, 'tis 
but iwelvepence. 

Open. 

Cos., &•£. i 

Gal, You pocky-nosed rascal, what slave fees you ti 
\ this! 

* See DMc I, vol. iiL p. 76. 

* We bSTebad the expression "tJooToff" in IdUkatlmM Ttrm, i. 

■ Olded. "Omnei." 

* Old ed. " snafflinE," 

VOL IV. M 
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Lax, [coming forward.] Slave ? I ha' nothing to do 
with you ; do you hear, sir ? 

Gos. Laxton, is't not ? What fagary ^ is this ? a6o 

Gal, Trust me, I thought, sir, this storm long ago 
Had been full laid, when, if you be remembered, 
I paid you the last fifteen pound, besides 
The thirty you had first ; for then you swore-^ — 

Zax, Tush, tush, sir, oaths, — 
Truth, yet I'm loath to vex you — ^tell you what, 
Make-^^ the mooejr;.! had an hundred pound, 
And take your bellyful of her. 

Gal, An hundred pound ? 

Mis, G, Whatij a hnndrrd pnnnd? h&giei&none: what, 
a hundred pound ? 270 

Gal, Sweet Pru, be calm ; the gentleman offers 
thus : 
If I will make the moneys that are past 
A hundred pound, he will discharge all courts, 
And give his bond never to vex us more. 

Mis, G, A hundred pound ? 'Las, take, sir, but three- 
score ! 
Do you seek my undoing ? 

Lax, I'll not 'bate one sixpence. — 
I'll maul you, puss, for spitting. 

Mis, G, Do thy worst — 
Willifiurscore stop thy mouth ? 

Lax, No. 

Mis, G, You're a slave ; 

* Vagaiy. 
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Thou cheat, Til now tear money from thy throat. — 
Husband, lay hold on yonder tawny coaL* 2B0 

Grten. Nay, gentlemen, seeing your women are so 
hot, I must lose my hair ^ in their company, I see. 

\Takes off kis fahc hair. 

Mis. O. His hair sheds ofi', and yet he speaks not so 
much in the nose as he did before. 

Gm. He has had the belter chtrurgeon. — Master 
Greenwit, is your wit so raw as to play no better a pare 
tha.n a sumner's ? 

Gal. I pray, who plays A knack lo know ait honest man? 
in this company? 

Mii. G- Dear husband, pardon me, I did dissemble. 
Told thee I was his precontracted wife, agi 

When letters came from him for thirty pound : 
I ha3;«e.fihif't but that. 

Ga!. A very clean shift. 
But able to make me lousy : on. 

Mis. G. Husband, I pluck'd, 
When he had tempted me to think well of him, 
Gelt feathers' from thy wings, to make him fly 
More lofty. 

Gal. A' the top of you, wife : on. 

Mis. G. He having wasted them, comes now for 
more, . 



sfk i. 



in anonymous comedy. 
<n fealhers. Bui 1 am by no mescs coniidral IhU I have 
I mtOTCd Ihe righl reading. OW ed. " Gel ftlluri.' '—Dyei. 
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', be patient, and hesr him. 



Using me as a ruffian doth his whore, 

Whose sin keeps him in breath. By heaven, I vow, 300 

Thy bed he ne'er wronged more than he does now ! 

Gal. My bed ? ha, ha ! like enough ; a shopboard 
will serve 
To have a cuckold's coat cut out upon : 
Of that we'll talk hereafter.— You're a villain. 

Lax. Hear me but speak, sir, you shall find me none. 

?"-^ I Pray. > 

Gal. I'm muzzl'd for biting, sir; use me how you 

will. 
Lax. The first hour that your wife was in my eye, 

Myself with other gentlemen sitting by 

In your shop tasting smoke, and speech being us'd, 310 

That men who've fairest wives are most abus'd. 

And hardly scape ' the horn, your wife maintain'd 

That only such spots in city dames were stain'd 

Justly bu! by men's slanders : for her own pari. 

She vow'd that you had so much of her heart, 

No man, by all his wit, by any wile 

Never so fine-spun, should yourself beguile 

Of what in her was yours. 

Gal. Yet, Pru, 'tis well.— 
Play out your game at Irish,' sir : who wins ? 

Mis. 0. The trial is when she comes to bearing.' 320 

1 Olded. "acapl." 

3 A game resembling backgammon. Il is described in Ihe Comfklt 
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Lax. I scorn'd one woman thus should brave all men, 
And, which more vex'd me, a she-citizen ; 
Therefore I laid siege to her : out siie held. 
Gave many a brave repulse, and me compell'd 
With shame to sound retreat to my hot lust : 
Then, seeing all base desires rak'd up in dust, 
And thai to tempt her modest ears, I swore 
Ne'er to presume again ; she said, her eye 
Would ever give me welcome honestly ; 
And, since I was a gentleman, if't run low, 330 

She would my slate relieve, not to o'etthrow 
Your own and hers : did so ; then seeing I wrought 
Upon her meekness, me she set at nought ; 
[And yet to try if I could turn that tide, 
JYou see what stream I strove with ; but, sir, I swear . 
rBy heaven, and by those hopes men lay upThere, / 
I neither have nor had a base intent 
To wrong jour bed ! what's done, jislmerrimcnt^ ^ir 
Your gold I pay back with thrsTiiterest, 
When I'd most power to do't, I wrong'd you least. 340 

Gal. If this no gullery be, sir 

Open. \ ^ ^^ ijfg I 

Got. &'c.) 

Gal. Then, sir, I am beholden — not to you, wife, — 
But, master Laxlon, to your want of doing 
111, which it seems you have not. — Gentlemen, 
;Tarry and dine here all. 



tXK.'&c — Tit CompUalG, 



pp. iSS-6. ei 1674."— Z>j«. Cf. 
Did I pot lell you. old man, IhnI she'd win al 
(nlm littamt la ttariiigt" 
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ACT V. 
SCENE I. 



I 



I Enter }\CK Dapper, Moll, Sir Beauteous Ganymede, 
and Sir Thomas Long. 
_/. Dap. But, prithee, master captain Jack, be plain 
and perspicuous with me ; was it your Meg ' of West- 
minster's courage that rescued me from the Poultry 
puttocks * indeed ? 

Moll. The valour of my wit, 1 ensure you, sir, fetched 
you oflfbravely, when you were i' the forlorn hope among 
those desperates. Sir Beauteous Ganymede here, and 
sir Thomas Long, heard that cuckoo, my man Trapdoor, 
sing the note of your ransom from captivity. 

S. Beau. Uds so, Moll, whet£!iJjjMJli»pd«or ? lo 
Mgll. Hanffftd, T thjnk^ hy t his time : a justice in this 



' A virago whost exploits are celebrated mablatkle 
TluH/taiidpraHisi/floHgMegBfiValmitsltr. 1583 (r 
She was (he herome of a tost playacted in 1594-5. ^^ Henilowc 
Diary, p. 49. From Field's .-imcnds for L/sdiis we lean) thai a pli 
of Long Mee was acted at tfae Fonune (circ. 161S). ! 
In the uti-masque of Ben Jonson's Fanunati IiUi. 

* Kite). 
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town, that speaks nothing but make a mittimus, away 
with him to Ncmgate, nsed that rogue like a firework,' to 
run upon a line betwixt him and me. 

AU. How, how ? 

Moil. Many, to lay trains of villany to blow up my 
life ; I smell the powder, spied what linstock * gave fire 
to shoot against the poor captain of the galley-foist,* and 
away slid I my man like a shovel-board shilling.* He 
strouts ° up and down the suburbs, I thiaJtr-uul eals_iip 
whores, feeds upon a bawd's garbage. ai 

S. Tko. Sirrah, Jack Dapper 

/. Dap. What sayst, Tom Long ? 

S. Tko. Thou hadst a sweet-faced boy, hail-fellow with 
thee, to your hltle Gull : how is he spent ? 

J. Dap. Troth, I whistled the poor little buzzard off 
a' my fist, because, when he waited upon me at the 
ordinaries, the gallants hit me i' the teeth still, and said 
I looked like a painted alderman's tomb, and the boy at 
my elbow like a death's head. — Sirrah Jack, Moll 

Mail. What says my little Dapper ? 31 



So Dekker in his Whare o/Baiylen, 1607 : 

' L.ei Ti behold ittaejire-wrka. that mast r*n 
Vfon ikoH lints ef lift.-— ?n^. t.^"—Dyce. 
preas]oa is not uncoinmDD. CC Maiston'i Foam, i. a :— " Then 
ibs, sir . whicli squibs running iipan lints, like some of oorgBad]! 

le slick Ibal bctd the gnnnrr's maich (tint-slock). 

bjDE baige wilh can, used on Hue occasioos. 

sbilling used in iLe game of shovel-board : itwss smooth in older 

easily. The game (which is not quite obsolete) fs described b} 
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S. Beau. Come, come ; walk and talk, walk and 
talk. 

/ Dap. Moil and 111 be i' the midsL 

Motl. These knights shall have squires' places belike 
then : well, Dapper, what say you ? 

J. Dap. Simh captain, niad Mary, the gull my own 
father, Dapper sir Davy, laid these London boot-halets,' 
catchpolls, m ambush to set upon me. 

All. Your father? away, Jack ! 40 

J. Dap. By the tassels of this handkercher, 'lis true : 
and what was his warlike stratagem, think you? he 
thought, because a wicker cage tames a nightingale, a 
lousy prison could make an ass of me, 

■ AU. A nasty plot ! 

^ft J. Dap. Ay, as though a Counter, which is a park in 
^mriiich all the wild beasts of the city run head by head, 
Hcould tame me 1 

■ Moil. Yonder comes my lord Noland. 

I 



r 



Enter Lord Noland, 



All. Save you, ray lord. 50 

L. Nd. Well met, gentlemen all. — Good sir Beau- 
teous Ganymede, sir Thomas Long, — and how does 
master Dapper? 

J. Dap. thanks, my lord. 

Mall. No tobacco, my lord ? 

L. Nol. No, faith, Jack. 

J. Dap. My lord Noland, will you go to Pimlico' with 
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US ? we are making a. boon voyage to that nappy land of 
spicc-cakes. 

L. Not. Here's such a nieny ging,' I could find 
in my heart to sail to the world's end with such company : 
come, gentlemen, let's on, 61 

J. Dap. Here's most amorous weather, my lord. 

All, Amorous weather ! \Tkey wtdk. 

J. Dap. Is not amorous a good word ? 
Z'g^.j B i PrinciB {{isguiitd at « pMr Soldier with a paUh 
aver one eye, and Tearcat all in tatters. 

Trap. Shall we set upon the infantry, these troops of 
foot ? Zounds, yonder comes Moll, my whorish master 
and mistress ! would I had her kidneys between my 
teeth ! 

Tear. I had rather have a cow-heel, 70 

Trap. Zounds, 1 am so patched up, she cannot discover 
me L we'll on. 

Tear. Alia corago^ then ! 

Trap. Good your honours and worships, enlarge the 
eats of commiseration, and let the sound of a hoarse 
military organ-pipe penetrate your pitiful bowels, to ex- 
tract out of them so many small drops of silver as may give 
a hard straw-bed lodging to a couple of maimed soldiers. 
J. Dap. Where are you maimed ? 

Tear. In both our nether limbs, so 

Moll. Come^com£,.Dapper. let's give 'cm samethiag : 
'las, poor men 1 what money have you ? by my troth, I 
fove a soldier with my souL 



A corniplion of It^ cotaggia. 
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i Beau. Stay, stay ; where have you served ? 

S. Tho. In any pari of the Low Countries? 

Trap. Not in the Low Countries, if it please yotir 
manhood, but in Hungary against the Turk at the siege 
of Belgrade. 1 

L. Not. Who served there with you, sirrah ? 89 

Trap, Many Hungarians, Moldavians, Vallachians, 
and Transylvanians, with some Sclavontans ; and retiring 
home, sir, the Venetian galleys took us prisoners, yet 
freed us, and suffered us to beg up and down the country. 

^J. Dap. You have anibied all over Ilaiy, then ? 
Trap. O sir, from Venice to Roma, Vecchia, Bononia, 
omagna, Bologna,' Modena, Piacenza, and Tuscans, 
with all her cities, as Pistoia, Valteria,^ Mountepulchcna,' 
Arezzo ; with the Siennois, and divers others. 
Moll. Mere rogues ! put spurs to 'em once more, 

I J. Dap. THcTu'lookesi like a strange creature, a fat 
IfBtter-box, yet speakest English : what art thou ? loi 
I Tear- Idt, mine herel kk bin den ruffling Tcareat, den 
"hraoe soldado ; ick bin dorick all Dutehlanl gereisen ; der 
seheUum das meer ine beasa ine neoerl gaeb, ick slaag um 
stroakes on torn cop ; dasfiei den hundred louzun di-ocl halle, 

rtliiek, mine here. 
S. Beau. Here,.hw.ei. let's be lid of iheii jobbering.* 
[Aboutjo give money _ 
Moll. Not a cross,^ sir Beauteous. — You base rogues, 
I have taken measure of you better than a tailor can; C-*"^ \a^\ 
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and I'll fit you, as you, monster with one eye, have fitted 



Trap. Your worship will not abuse a soldier ? 

Moll. Soldier ? thou deserves! to be hanged up by that 
tongue which dishonours so noble a profession : soldier? 
you skeldering ' varlet ! hold, stand ; there should be a 
trapdoor here abouts. {P ulls off his p atch. 

Trap. The bails of these glasiers* of mine, mine eyes, 
shall be shot up and down in any hot piece of service 
for my invincible mistress. 

J. Dap. I did not think there had been such knavery 
in black patches " as now I see, m 

Moll. O sir, lie hath been brought up in the Isle of 
Dogs,' and can both fawn like a spaniel, and bite like a 
maslifT, as he finds occasion. 

L. Nol. Wliat are you, sirrah ? a bird of this feather 
too? 

Tear. A man beaten from the wars, sir. 

S. Tho. I think so, for you never stood to fight 
J. Dap. What's thy name, fellow soldier? 

Tear. I am called by those that have seen my valour, 
Tearcat. iji 

All. Tearcat? 

Moll. A mere whip-jack,'' and that is, in the common- 



Tlfort 



n (used by Ben Jonson, ftc.) 



n Han 



ladies ood fops. 



and DeVker's Lantlanu and CandUligkt. 

• Ornamenlal black patches were worn bj 

' A place of refuge for deblois and crimin 

> ThEFe is a similar description of a whifj.icke in Dckket' 
ef London. iteS. 




weahh of rogues, a slavejhat .can taJlL.Qf ge.a-fight, name 
ail your chief pirates, discover more countries to you 
icr the Dutch, Spanish, French, or English ever 
found out ; yet indeed all his service is by land, and that 
is to rob a fair, or some such venturous exploit. Tear- 
cat ? 'foot, sirrah, I have your name, now I remember 
me, in my book of horners; horns for the thumh»l you 
know how. 141 

Tear. No indeed, captain Moll, for I know you by 
sight, I am no such nipping Christian, but a maunderer 
upon the pad,* I confess ; and meeting with honest Trap- 
door here, whom you had cashiered from bearing a 
out at elbows, under your colours, I instructed him in the 
. rudiments of roguery, and by my map made him sail 
■ over any country you can name, so that now he can 
I maunder better than myself. 

/. Dap. So, then, Trapdoor, thou art turned soldier 
|tiOw7 iji 

T^ap- Alas, sir, now there's no wars, 'tis the safest 
I'Course of life I could take ! 

Moll. I hope, then, you can cant, for by your cudgels, 
^you, sirrah, are an upright man.' 



1 Ham-thvmh was a cant lerm I 
pgl oa the thumb to resist the edge of Ihe knife in cutung purses. Cf. 
Ben Jonson-S Banlialomew Fair, ii. II :— " 1 mean a child of Ihe iom. 
Ikumi. ■ babe of booiy, bojr. a cutpurse,"— where see Gifford'a Dole. 

1 " Maund upon the pad" = beg on the highrond. 

■ " b a HuMy big-bande knnue, thai neuer walkes but {like a Com- 
mander) with a shun truncheon In his hand, which hee cals his Fijch- 
DWD, At Markets, Fayics, and other meetings his voice among Beggars 
the same sound thai a Conslablcs is of. it is not to be ronifold. 
IS free of all the shiers in England, but neucr alayes in any place 
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Trap, As any walks the highway, I assure you. 
Moll. And, Tearcat, what are you ? a wild rogue,' an 
ingler,^ or a ruffler ? * 



long, ftc £c . . . These {upright men] cary the shapes of soldien. 
Bud can talke or the Low CounlrieJ, though Ihcy nrucr were bejnucl 
DoTer."— Deltker's Belman of LoHden, 1608, sig. C 3, All the rani 
lenns that occur in Ihe prcseni scene are explained in DelEker"! tracts, 
the Btlnan of LendoH and Lanthame and Candlelight. For his in- 
fonnation Defckerwas largely indebted to Harinan's Caveat far Cur- 
rilori. Fletcher in his Biggar'i Bvih and Brome in A Jevial Cm 
give us a taste of Pedlar's French ; but Dekker in Ihe present scene 
doses us severely. I have retained the explanatory quotalloni which 
Dyce gave (verbatim and lileralim) from Ihe Bilman of LtrndnK and 
Latthornt and Candlttigkl, Dr. Grosart's complete collection (now in 
course of publication} of Dekker's prose works will supply a want which 
hulong been felt. 

0' Is a spirit thai caies not in what dn:1e he rises, nor into the cooi- 
panjofwhat Diuelsheefalles; In hisswadling clouts is be marked to 
be a villaine, and in his breeding is inslniclcd to be so. , . . These 
Wilde Rogues (tike wilde geese) heepe in flocks, and alt the day loyter 
in Ihe Gelds, if the weather bee wanne, and at Bricke-kiU, or else dis- 
perae Ihemselues in cold weather, to rich mens doores, and at night hwie 
thrir meetings in Barnes or other out places," 4c. Id. aig. D. 
^ " Is a lymb of an Vprighl man, as bedng derioed from him : Iheir 
appsrell in which they walke is commonly rtieie Jerkins and gaily slopi: 
in the day lime, they beg from house to house, not so much for rcliefe, 
as to spy what lyes 6t for their nets, which in the night following they 
fish for. The Bod they angle with is a staffe of fine or mi foote in 
length, in which within one inch of Ihe lop is a little hole boared quite 
thorough, into which hole they put an ytou hoote, and with the sane 
doe Ihey angle at windowes about midniEhl, the draught they ptuek rp 
beeisg apparell, sheelcs, couerlets, or whalsoeuer their yron hookes can 
lay hold of," &c. Id. sig. c 4. 

A "The next in degree to him [the Vpright man) is cald a Roffler; 
iRe Ruffler and the Vprightman are so like in eondiliors, that you wonU 
sweare them brothers; they walke with cudgels alike; they profess 
armes alike. . . . These commonly are fellowes that haue stood aloofe 
in Ihe warres, and whilst others fought, (hey tooke their heeles and ran 
away from Iheir Caplainr, or else they haue bin Seming-men, wbome 
for thdr behauiour no man would trust with a liuery," Ac, Id. ibid. 
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Tear. Brother to this upright man, flesh and blood ; 
ruffling Tearcat is my name, and a piffler i s mj^ g tyle. 
nay titlei.my profession. i6i 

Moll. Sirrah, wherc's your doxy? halt not with me. 

All. Doxy, Moll? what's that? 

Moll. His wench. 

Trap. My doxy ? I have, by the Salomon,' a doxy that 
carries a kinchin ' mort in her slate at her back, besides 
my dell and my dainty wild dell,' with all whom I'll* 
tumble this next dailtmans in the strommel, and drinlc 
ben bouse,' and eat a fat gruntling cheat, a cackling 
cheat, and a quacking cheat, 170 

_/. Dap. Here's old ^ cheating ! 

Trap. My doxy stays for me in a bousing ken,' brave 
captain. 



(?By Ihe mass. We have this cant eipres^on in Harmon's Caveat. 
Dekker's Lanthcrru and Candlelight. Helcher's Bigga^i Bush. Sc. 

rt)lded, " kilchen-mort." "KinchinE-mona aiegirlssof ayeare or 
Iwo old. which the Moits ((heir molhera) cary at Iheir backes in their 
Slaiu (which in the Canting-Tangue are Sheetes] ; if ihey haue 00 chll- 
dien of Iheir owne, Ihe; will steate them from others, and by some 
racaae diiliEurp ihem. that by their parents they shall tieucr be knowne." 
— Dekker's Bilman e/ London, 1608. sig. n 3, 

U' A dell is a young wench, . . .but as yet not spoyled of her maiden- 
bead. These Dells are reaerued as dishes for the Vpright-men. for none 
but they must ha*e the fiist taste of them, , . . Of these dells some are 
Tennrd Wilde Delts. and those are such as are bom and begotten under 
a hedge ^ the other are yong wenches that, either by death of parents, 
the VillainiE of Execirton. or the erueltie " " " 



it life." 



-/d. sig. I 



* i.e. I'll tumble this next night in Ihe straw, and ddnk good drink, 
■d eat a fat pig, a capon, and a duck. 

• OUl ed, "baufe" — an evident misprint for Ihe cant lerm "house." 
1 • Fine, rare, ' ■' Bousing ken " = alehouse. 
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a ken, or nip a bung, and then we'll couch a hogshead 
iinder the ruffmans, and there you shall wap with me, 
'and 111 niggle with you. 

MoU, Out, you danined impudent rascal ! 

Trap. Cut benar ^ whids, and hold your fambles and 
your stamps. 

Z. NoL Nay,, nay, Moll, why art thou angry ? what 
was his gibberish ? 200 

MolL Marry,. this, my lord, says he : Ben mort^ good 
wench, shall you and I heave a bought mill a ken^ or nip 
a bungf sh^ jFou and \ rob a house or cut a purse ? 

All. Very good. 

Moll. And Oun well couch a hogshead under the ruff- 
mans ; and then we'll lie under a hedge. 

Trap. That was my desire, captain, as 'tis fit a soldier 
should He. 

Moll. And there you shall wap with me^ and Fll niggle 
with you^ — and that's all. 210 

S. Beau. Nay, nay, Moll, what's that wap ? 

J. Dap. Nay, teach me what niggling is ; I'd fain be 
niggling. 

Moll. Wapping and niggling is all one, the rogue my 
man can tell you. 

Trap. Tis fadoodling, if it please you. 

S. Beau. This is excellent ! One fit more, good Moll. 

Moll. Come, you rogue, sing with me. 



and CandUlightt i6ia, sig. C 2, 3. Moll presently interprets the 
passage. 

1 i.e. Speak better words, and hold your hands and your legs. See 
Id. ibid. > ' ' Heave a bough ' = rob a booth. 

VOL. IV. I 
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A gage ' of btn romiiftut 
In a bousing ktn ef Remt-vUe, jao 
li benar than a (osier. 
Peek, ptnnam, lap? or papier, 
\Vkith we mill in deuse a vile. 
I umd lib all Ihe lightmans, 
I wud lib all the darkmans 
By the talomen, under the rvffmans. 
By the salam<m, in the harlmans. 
And stffur the queer cramp ring. 
And touch till a palliard docUd my deU, 
So my bousy nab might skew rom-bffuse well. 230 
Avast to the pad, let us bing ; 
Avast to the pad, let us bing. 



pawLig 
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^1 gruntling of five hundred hogs coming from Rutnford 
H market, cannot make a worse noise than this canting 
^1 language does in my ears. Pray, my lord Noland, let's 
^1 give these soldiers their pay. 
H S. Btau. Agrced^-andlet-thcm march. 
■ L. Xel. Here, Moll. [Gim money. ,40 
H AfoU. Now I see that you are stalled to the rogue,i 
^1 and are not ashamed of your professions : look you, my 
^1 lord Noland here and these gentlemen bestows upon 
^P you two two boards' and a half, that's two shillings 
sixpence. 

Trap. Thanks to your lordship. 

Tear. Thanks, heroical captain. 

Moll. Awajf! 

Trafi. We shall cut ben whids^f your masters and 
mistress-ship wheresoever we come. ajo 
^_ Moll. You'll maintain, sirrah, the old justice's plot to 
K his lace? 


« 


1 "TfaU done, Ihc Grand ^gnior called for a Gage of Bowse, which 
bdike ligniiied a quart of drinke, for proently a pot of Ale tieing put 
into his hand, hee made the yong Squire kncele downe. and powring 
the full pot on his pale, vllered these wordes, I doe itall Ihii to tie 
*iyiMbyTer1ue of this sooetaigne English liquor, so thai henceforth it 
sbaU be lawful! for thee to Cant [that is to say) lo be a Vagabond and 
Beg," 4e.— Dekker's Bilman of LoHdm. ifiofl, sig. c " SlalUng, 
naking or onleyning. "-Dekker's Lanlkomt and Camdicligkl, i6ia, 

^ »ig. C 3. Cf. Fletcher's BfggarS Boik, ill. 4 ;— 

^L " 1 ciown Ihy nab wilh a gage of bcn-bowse. 

^^1 And stall Ihee by the salmon in the Clowes," &c. 

^B " Bordt. a sbilling."- Dekker's Lanthami and CamditUght, 1612. 
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Enter a Cutpurse very gallant^ with four or five others, 
one having a wand. 

L. Noi. What gallant comes yonder ? 

S. The. Mass, I thiak I know him ; 'tis one of Cum- 
berland. 

First Cut. Shall we venture to shuffle in amongst yon 
heap of gallants, and strike 7 * 

See. Cut. 'Tis a question whether there be any silver 
shells ' amongst them, for all their satin outsides. ^i 

The Rat.* Let's try. 

Moll. Pox on him, a gallant 7 Shadow me, I know 
him ; 'tis one tKat ciimbers the land indeed : i( he swim 
near to the shore of any of your pockets, look to your 
pwses. \)^ f* 

S. Beau., &•£.* ) 

Moll. This brave * fellow is no better than a foist. 
Z. AW. I pjjjjj , ^j^^j,^ jjj^jp 

S. Beau^ A-c* } 

Mett. A diver with two fingers, a pickpocket ; all his 
tnin itndy the figging-law,* that's to say, cutting of 



Finely dreufd. 

The cant term for pickiDg ■ pune. 
Money. See Belmait ^London, iteB, i 
Oldcd. "0»t«j." 






f ^^^^1 


The Roaring Girl. [act v. 

id foisting. One of them is a nip; I took him 
;he two-penny ' gallery at the Fortune : then 
. cloj-er, or snap, that dogs any new brother in 
!c, and snaps will have half in any booty. He 
wand is both a stale, whose office is to face a 
he streets, whilst shells are drawn by another, 
1 with his black conjuring rod in his hand, he, 
imblcness of his eye and juggling stick, will, in 
: a piece of plate at a goldsmith's stall, make 
five rings mount from the top of his caduceus, 
if it were at leap-frog, they skip into his hand 

in 

'ut. Zounds, we arc smoked ! 

'«/.' Ha! 

ut. We are boiled,^ pox on her ! see, Moll, the 

Irab! 
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First Cut. And you, good sir. 

Moll. DosE Dot ken me, man P 

First Cut. No, trust me, sir. 

Moll. Heart, there's a knight, to whom I'm bound for 
many favours, lost his purse at the last new play i' the 
Swan,' seven angels in't : ■v-iiff \\ p''nri. yiirrf ^""^ ; do 
you see ? no raore. 

First Cut. A synagogue shall be called, mistress Mar)'; 
disgrace me not ; paeus palabros^ I will conjure for you ; 
brewelL \_Exit with his companions. 

. Moll. Did not I tell you, my lord? 3»" 

L. Noli. I wonder how thou earnest to the knowledge 
of these nasty villains. 

S, Tho. And why do the foul mouths of the world call 
Ihcc Moll Cutpurse? a name, methinks, damned and 
odious. 

Moll. Dare any step forth to my face and say, 
I've la'en thee doing so, Moll ? I must confess, 
In younger days, when I was apl'to stray, 
I've sat amongst such adders ; seen their stings, 11° 

As any here might, and in full playhouses 
Walch'd their quick-diving hands, to bring to shame 
Such rogues, and in that stream met an ill oame. 
■When next, my lord, you spy any one of those, 

< he be in his art a scholar, question him ; 



1 A plajboiue on Ibe BuJiside. 

* A corrnptioa o[ Span, focm palairai, i.f. lew word). Cf. Taming 
f if a ShrnD, i. i:— "Therefore fjiuat pallabrit, lei (he world slide. 
I ; " — *here see Steeveos' cote 
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him with gold to open the large book 
close villanies ; and you yourself shall cant 
ihan poor Moll can, and know more laws 
nors,' lifiers,* nips, foists, puggards,' curbers,* 
11 the devil's black-guard,' than ifs fit 3*> 

be discovered to a noble wit, 

they have their orders, offices, 
i, and circles, unlo which they're bound 
e their own damnation in. 
up. How dost thou know it ? 
. As you do ; I show"! you, they to me show it. 

e. my lord, you were in Venice 

W. WeU. 

. If some Italian pander there would tell 

close tricks of courtesans, would not you 
■n to such a fellow ? 
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Moll, And here, ^ 

Being come horn Venice, to a friend most dear 35o 

That were to travel thither, you'd proclaim 
Your knowledge in those villanies, to save 
Your friend from their quick danger : must you hav^ )f \ 
A black ill name, because ill things you know ? IX ' . • 
Good troth, my lord, I'm made Moll Cutpurse so. \ ^ W^ 
How many are whores in small ruffs and still looks ! I > tc^«.«c^ 

How many chaste whose names fill Slander's books ! \ 
Were all men cuckolds whom gallants in their scorns I 
Call so, we should not walk for goring horns. I 

Perhaps for my mad going some reprove me ; j|6o 

I please myself, and care not else who love ^ me. 

Z. Nol. 

S. Tho. Come, my lord, shall's to the ordinary ? 

JL Nal, Ay, 'tis noon sure. 

Moll Good my lord, let not my name condemn me 
to you, or to the world : a fencer I hope may be called 
a coward; is he so for that? If all that have ill names 
in London were to be whipt, and to pay but twelve- 
pence a-piece to the beadle, I would rather have his 
office than a constable's. 370 

yi Dap. So would I, captain Moll : 'twere a sweet 
tickling office, i'faith. [Exeunt. 

» Old ed. " loues." » Old cd. " Omnes.** 



J I A brave mind, Moll, i'faith ! 
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SCENE II, 

rden attached to Sir Alexander Wengrave's House. 

Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave, Goshawk, 
Greknwit, and others. 

Alex. My son many a thief, that impudent girl, 
[1 all the world stick their worst eyes upon ! 
cen. How will your care prevent it ? 
s. 'Tis impossible: 

marry close, they're gone, but none knows whither, 
Alex. O gentlemen, when has a father's heart- 
strings 

Enter Servant, 
out so long from breaking ?— Now what news. 



SCENE II.] The^ Roaring Girl. 1 39 

iS. Alix, Delay no time, sweet gentlemen : to Black- 
friars ! 
Well take a pair of oars, and make after 'em. 

Enter Trapdoor. 

Trap. Your son and that bold masculine ramp ^ my 
mistress 
Are landed now at Tower. 

S* Alex. Hoyda, at Tower ? 

Trap. I heard it now reported. 

S. Alex. Which way, gentlemen, 
Shall I bestow my care ? Fm drawn in pieces 
Betwixt deceit and shame. 

Enter Sir Guy Fitzallard. 

61 Guy. Sir Alexander, 
You are well met, and most rightly served ; 
My daughter was a scorn to you. 

6t Alex. Say not so, sir. 20 

S. Guy. A very abject she, poor gentlewoman ! 
Your house had been dishonoured. Give you joy, sir, 
Of your son's gascoyne bride !^ yott!lL.bfi..a grandfather 

shortly 
To a fine crew of roaring sons and daughters ; 
Twill help to stock the suburbs passing well, sir. 

S. Alex. O, play not with the miseries of my heart ! 
Wounds should be drest and heaFd, not vex'd, or left 

I See note, p. 79. 

* A bride who wean galligaskins (loose breeches). 
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open, to the anguish of the patient, 
icomful air let in ; rather let pity 
idvice charitably help to refresh 'em, 3° 
Guy. Who'd place his charity so unworthily? 
cne that gives alms to a cursing beggar : 
I but found ore spark of goodness in you 
rU my deserving child, which then grew fond 
ur son's virtues, I had eas'd you now; 

perceive both fire of youth and goodness 
ak'd up in the ashes of your age, 
no such shame should have come near your house. 
,uch ignoble sorrow touch your heart. 
AUx. I i^o.tjbr worth, for pit/s sake assist me ! 
ten. You urge a thing past sense; how can he help 
you ? 4' 
s assistance is as frail as ours ; 
IS uncertain where's the place that holds 'em; 
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1 Gity. They're Dearer than you thinlc for, yet n 
close 
Than if ihcy were further off. 

S. AUx. How am I lost 
In these distractions 1 

5. Guy. For your speeches, gentlemen, 
In taxbg me for rashness, 'fore you all 
I will engage my state to half his wealth. 
Nay, to his son's revenues, which are less, 
,\n<i yet nothing at all till they come from him. 
Thai I could, if my will stuck 10 my power. 
Prevent this marriage ycl, nay, banish her 60 

For ever from his thoughts, much more his arms, 

S. Alex. Slack not this goodness, though you heap 
upon me 
Mountains of raalice and revenge hereafter I 
I'd willingly resign up half my state to him, ~^ 
So be would marry the meanest drudge I hire. 

Green. He talks impossibilities, and you believe 'em. 

6', Guy. I talk no more than I know how to finish, 
My fortunes else are his that dares stake with me. 
The poor young genileraan I love and pity : 
And to keep shame from him (because the spring 70 
Of his affection was my daughter's first, 
Till his frown blasted all), do but estate him 
In those possessions wliich your love and care 
Once pointed out for him, that he may have room 
To entertain fortunes of noble birth. 
Where now his desperate wants casts him upon her; 
And if I do not, for his own sake chiefly, 
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im of tliis disease that now grows on him, 
■feit my whole state before these gentlemen. 
en. Troth, but you shall not undertake such 
matches ; to 
persuade so much with you. 

ilex. Here's my ring \Gives ring. 
\\ believe this token. 'Fore these genUemen 
confirm it fully : all those lands 
St love 'lotted him, be shall straight possess 
t refusal. 

7uy. If 1 change it not, 
e me into a beggar. 
in. .^re you mad, sir? 
rajy. 'Tis done. 

, Will you undo yourself by doing, 
low a prodigal trick in your old days ? 
(lex. 'Tis a match, gentlemen. 
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Gos. How dost thou, Jack ? 

Mult. How dost thou, gallant? loo 

S. Alex. Impudence, where's my son ? 

Mall. Weakness, go look him. 

S. Alex. Is this your wedding gown ? 

Moll, The man taiks monthly : i 
Hot broth and a dark chamber for the knight ! 
I see he'll be stark mad at our next meeting. {Exit. 

Gos. Why, sir, take comfort now, there's no such 
matter, 
No priest will marry her, sir, for a woman 
Whiles that shape's on ; and it was never known 
Two men were married and conjoin'd in one 
Your son hath made some shift to love another. 

S. Alex. Whate'er she be, she has my blessing with 

May they be rich and fruitful, and receive 
Like comfort to their issue as I take 
In them ! has pieas'd me now; marrying not this. 
Through a whole world he could not choose amiss. 
Gretn. Glad you're so penitent for your former sin, 



Gos. Say he should lake a wench with her smock- 
dowry, 
No portion with her but her lips and arms ? 

^ Alex. Why, who thrive better, sir? they have most 
blessing. 
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Though other have more wealth, and least repent : 
Many that want most know the most contenL im 

GretH. Say he should many a kind youthful sinner? 

S. AUx. Age will quench that ; any offence but theft 
And drunkenness, nothing but death can wipe away ; 
Their sins are green even when their heads are grey. 
Nay, I despair not now ; my heart's cheer'd, gentlemen ; 
No (ace can come unfortunately to me. — 

Re'enttr Servant 

Now, sir, your news ? 

Ser. Your son, with his fair bride, 
Is near at hand. 

S. AUx. Fair may their fortunes be ! 

Green. Now you're resolv'd,' sir, it was never she. 

S. AUx. I find it in the music of my heart. 130 

• ii'oi*»'*EBHSTlANWENGRAVE Uadtttgin Moix in herftmaU 
dress and masked, and Sir GUY Fitzaliard. 
See where they come. 

Gos. A proper lusty presence, sir. 
S, AUx. Now has he pleas'd me right : I always 
counscU'd him 
To choose a goodly, personable creature : 
Just of her pitch was my first wife his mother. 
Sei. Itcfore I dare discover my offence, 
\y IJtnccl jor pardon, [Kntels. 

S. AUx. My heart gave it thee 
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Before thy tongue could ask it : 

Rise ; thou hast rais'd my joy to greater height 

Than to that seat where grief dejected il. 

Both welcome to my love and care for ever ! 140 

Hide not my happiness too long ; all's pardon'd ; 

Here are our friends. — Salute her, gentlemen. 

[72(Kjtf«mafi ktr. 

AU. Heart, who's this ? Moll ! 

S. Al4x. O my reviving shame ! is't I must live 
To be struck blind ? be it the work of sorrow. 
Before age take't in hand ! 

S. Guy. Darkness and death ! K 

Have you deceiv'd me thus? did I engage [ 

My whole estate for this ? i 

S. AUx. You ask'd no favour, I 

And you shall find as little : since my comforts 
Play false with me, I'll be as cruel to thee 150 

As grief to fathers' hearts. 

Moli. Why, what's the matter wth you, 
'Less loo much joy should make your age forgetful ? 
Are you too well, too happy ? 

S. Alex. With a vengeance ! 

MoH. Methinks you should be proud of such a 
daughter, 
As good a man as your son. 

S. AUx. monstrous impudence ! 

HolL You had no note before, an unmark'd 
knight; 
Now all the town will take regard on you, 
And all your enemies fear you for my sake : 

VOL. IV. K 
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You may pass where you list, through crowds juost 

thick, 
And come off bravely with your purse unpick' d. 160 

You_do not know the benefits I bring with me ; ' 

No cheat dares work upon you with thumb or knife, 
While you've a roaring girl to your son's wife. 

S. Alex. A devil rampant ! 

S. Guy. Have you so much charily 
Yet to release me of niy last rash bargain. 
And I'll give in your pledge ? 

S. Alex. No, sir, 1 stand to't ; 
I'll work upon advantage, as all mischiefs 
Do upon me. 

S. Guy. Content Bear witness all, then. 
His are the lands ; and so contention ends : 
Here comes your sou's biide 'twixt two noble friends. 170 



Enier LoRD Noland and Sir Beauteous Gamvmede 
wilh Mary Fitzallard between tlum; Galupot, 
Tiltvard, Openwork, and their Wives. 
Moll. Now are you guU'd as you would be; thank 
me for'c, 
I'd a forefinger in't. 

Seb. Forgive me, father ! 
Though there before your eyes my sorrow feign'd, 
This still was she for whom true love complain'd. 

S Alex. Blessings eternal, and the joys of angelSj 
Begin your peace here to be sign'd in heaven 1 
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How short my sleep of sorrow seems now to me, 

To this eternity of boundless comforts, 

That finds no want but Utterance and expression ! 

My lord, your office here appears so honourably, igo 

So full of ancient goodness, grace, and worthiness, 

1 never took more joy in sight of man 

Than in your comfortable presence now. 

L. Not. Nor I more delight in doing grace to virtue 
Than in this worthy gentlewoman your son's bride, 
Noijle-ffizananTs daughter, to whose honour 
And modest fame I am a servant vow'd ; 
So is this knight, 

S- Alex. Your loves make my joys proud. 

■ing forth those deeds of land my care laid ready, 

\Exit Servant, who presently returns with deeds. 
And which, oid knight, thy nobleness may challenge, 190 
Join'd with thy daughter's virtues, whom I prize now 
As dearly as that flesh I call mine own. 
Forgive me, worthy gentlewoman ; 'twas my blindness : 
When I rejected thee, I saw thee not; y 

Sorrow and wilful rashness grew like films 1' 

Over the eyes of judgment; now so clear 
I see the brightness of thy worth appear. 

Mary. Duty and love may I deserve in those ! 
And all my wishes have a perfect close. 

S. Alex. That tongue can never err, the sound's so 
sweet. aoo 

Here, honest son, receive into thy hands 
The keys of wealth, possession of those lands 
Which ray first care provided ; they're thine own ; 
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L. Nol. This.3«intisiike. doomsday. 




^H 




A\ 


„^--^^ 1 


For if I should repent, I were soon at rest. 


1 


S. Alex. In troth thou'rt a good wench : I' 


n sorry 


1 


now 




^^^H 


The opinion was so hard I conceiv'd of thee ; 


130 


^H 


Enter Trapdoor. 




^1 


Some wrongs I've done thee. 




^^1 


2rap. Is the wind there now ? 




^^^B 


Tis time for me to kneel and confess first, 




•^1 


For fear it come too late, and my brains feel it 


\Aside. f 


■ Upon my paws I ask you pardon, mistress \ 




1 


H MpII. Pardon! for what, sir? what has your rogueshij) 


1 


H done now? 




J 


H Ttap. I've been from lime to time hired to confound 


^^^m 


1 you 


/ 


^^^1 


■ By this old gentleman. 




^^^H 


■ Moll. How? 




^^^H 


H Trap. Pray, forgive him : 




^^^H 


V But may I counsel you, you should never do'l. 


/ 


^^^H 


Many a snare t' entrap your worship's life 




Have I laid privily ; chains, watches, jewels ; 
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And when he saw nothing could mount you up, 






1 Four hollow-hearted angels he then gave you. 






■ By which he meant to trap you, I lo save you. 






1 5: Alex. To all which shame and ^utl in 


me cry 




■ guaty. 






■ Forgive me ; now I cast the world's eyes from m 


i 


] 





Thi Roaring Girl. [act v. 

lOk upon thee freely with mire own, 

he most of many wrongs before me,^ 

om the jaws of Envy and her people, 

ithing loul but that. TUjifiaeLiapre 

mwbj i;uiHniorr»uice, for that's the whore J50 

eceives man's opinion, mocks his trust, 

i his love, and makes his heart unjust 

'.. Here be rhe angeU, gentlemen ; they were 

lusician : I pursue no pity ; 

the law, and you can cuck* mc. spare not ; 
up my viol by me, and I care not. 
'lex. So far I'm sorry, I'll thrice double 'em, ^ 
ke thy wrongs amends. 

worthy friends, my honourable lord, 
luleous Ganymede, and noble Fitzallard, a6o 
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EPILOGUE . 

A painter iaBing drawn with curious art 

The picture of a woman, every part 

Limn'd lo the life, hung out the piece to sell. 

People who pass'd along, viewing it well, 

Gave several verdicts on it ; some disprais'd 

The hair ; some said the brows too high were raia'd ; 

Some hit her o'er the lips, mislik'd their colour ; 

Some wish'd her nose were shorter; some, the eyes 

fuller ; 
Others said roses on her cheeks should grow, 
Swearing they look'd loo pale ; others cried no. ro 

The Y""""!-'"""^ S\ '}}\ " fault was found, did mend it, 
In hope_ lo please all : but tliis'worlc being ended. 
And hung open""at stall, it was so vile, 
So monstrous, and so ugly, all men did smile 
At the poor painter's folly. Such, we doubt, 
Is this our comedy : some perhaps do Rout 
The plot, saying, 'tis too thin, too weak, too mean ; 
Some for the person will revile the scene. 
And wonder that a creature of her being 
Should be the subject of a poet, seeing 20 

In the world's eye none weighs so light ; others look 
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The Roaring Girl. 

those base tricks, publish'd in 3 book ' 
his brains ihey flowM rrom, of cutpurse[s], 
and foists, nasty, obscene discourses, 
of lies as empty of worth or wit, 
honest ear or eye unfit j 

13, 

1 every brain that's humorous 

fashion scenes, we, with ihc painter, shall, 

ing to please all, please none at all. 30 

such faults as either the writer's wil 

igcnce of the actors do commit, 

ave your pardons : if what both have done , 

full pay your expectation, 1 

■aring Gill herself, some few days hence, 

1 this stage give larger recorapence. 

mirth that you may share ia, herself does woo 
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TO THE 
NOBLY DISPOSED, VIRTUOUS, AND FAITHFUL-BREASTED 

ROBERT GREY, Esquire, 

ONE OF THE GROOMS OF HIS HIGHNESS* BED-CHAMBER, 
' His poor weU'WilUr wisheih his best wishes , hie et supra. 

Worthy Sir, 

'Tis but a play, and a play is but a butt, against 
which many shoot many arrows of envy ; 'tis the weaker 
part, and how much more noble shall it be in you to 
defend it : yet if it be (as some philosophers have left 
behind *em), that this megacosm, this great world, is no 
more than a stage, where every one must act his part, 
you shall of necessity have many partakers, some long, 
some short, some indifferent, all some; whilst indeed 
the players themselves have the least part of it, for I 
know few that have lands (which are a part of the world), 
and therefore no grounded men; but howsoever they 
serve for mutes, happily they must wear good clothes 
for attendance, yet all have exits, and must all be stript 
in the tiring-house (viz. the grave), for none must carry 
any thing out of the stock. You see, sir, I write as I 
speak, and I speak as I am, and that's excuse enough 





( >58 ) 

I did not mean to write an epistle of praise to 
looks so like a thing I know you love not, flattery, 
!0a exceedingly hate actively, and utipleasingly 
massively : indeed, I meant to tell you your own, 
that this child of the Muses is yours ; whoever 
, 'tis laid to your charge, and, for aught I know, 
Bt father and keep it too : if it please you, I hope 
11 not be ashamed of it neither, for it has been 
ough I say it, in good companies, and many have 
is a handsome, pretty-spoken infant Now be 
rn judge; at your leisure look on it, at your 
: laugh at it; and if you be sony it is no better, 
r be glad it is no bigger. 

Vours ever, 

WILLIAM ROWLEY. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

ISXLI,, braiher la Ladf Jgcr anJ/aikir to Johi. 
Colonel. 
■TAIK Acer, ioh U lady Ager. 
■ndi of Ihi Colonel, 
md! of Caftain Agir. 
ZALLKN, firmalely marritd ta jfant. 
JITGK, a Cemisk gailitman. 

tr fif Ikt Rearing Stkoal. 

TAIN A1.BO, o/d»A7-. 
;ianli, Roarrrs, Servants. 
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A FAIR QUARREL. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. 
A Court before Russell's House. 

Enter Russell. 

Rus, It must be all my care ; there's all my love, 
And that pulls on the other.^ Had I been left 
In a son behind me, while I had been here 
He should have shifted as I did before him, 
Liv'd on the freebom portion of his wit j 
But a daughter, and that an only one, — O, 
We cannot be too careful o' her, too tender ! 
Tis such 

A brittle niceness, a mere cupboard of glasses, 
The least shake breaks or cracks 'em. All my aim is lo 
To cast her upon riches ; that's the thing 
We rich men call perfection ; for the world 
Can perfect nought without it : 'tis not neatness, 



1 Oldeds. "thetotber." 
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Either in handsome wit or handsome outside, 

With which one gentleman, far in debt, has courted 

her; 
Which boldness he shall rue. He thinks me blind 
And ignorant : I've let him play a long time, 
Seem'd to believe his worth, which I know nothing: 
He may perhaps laugh at ray easy confidence, 
Which closely I requite upon his fondness, 30 

For this hour snaps him ; and before his mistress, 
His saint, forsooth, which he inscribes my girl, 
He shall be rudely taken and disgrac'd. 
The trick will prove an everlasting scarecrow 
To fright poor gallants from our rich men's daughters. 

EnUr Lady Acer and hvo Servants. 

Sister ! I've such a joy to make you a welcome of. 
Better you never tasted. 

Lady Ager. Good, sir, spare it not. 

Mus. Colonel's come, and your son captain Ager, 

Lady Ager. My son ? [ Weeps. 

Jius. I know your eye would be first serv'd ; 
That's the soul's taster still for grief or joy. 30 

Lady Ager. O, if a mother's dear suit may prevail with 
bim, 
From England he shall never part again ! 

Rus. No question he'll be rul'd, and grant you that. 

Lady Ager. I'll bring all my desires to that request. 

[Exit with Servants. 

l^us. Affectionate sister ! she has no daughter now ; 
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It follows all the love must come to him, 
And he has a worth deserves it, were it dearer. 

Enter Friend o/the Colonel and Friend 0/ 

Captain Acer. 

Col.'s Fr. I must not give way to't. 

Rus. What's here to question ? \Aside. 

Col.'s Fr. Compare young captain Ager with the 

Colonel ! 
Cap.'i Fr. Young ? why, do you 40 

Make youth stand for an imputation ? 
That which you now produce for his disgrace 
Infers his nobleness, that, being young, 
Should have an anger more inclin'd 10 courage 
And moderation than the Colonel ; 
A virtue as rare as chastity in youth ; 
And let the cause be good— conscience in him, 
Which ever crowns his acts, and is indeed 
Valour's prosperity — he dares then as much 
As ever made him famous that you plead for, 50 

CeL's Fr. Then I forbear too long. 
Cap.'! Fr. His worth for me ! \T>uy jight. 

Rui. Here's noble youths ! belike some wench has 
cross'd 'em, 
And now they know not what to do with their blood. 

{Aside. 

Enter the Colonel and Captain Ager. 
Col. How now? 
Cap. Ager. Hold, hold ! what's the incitement? 
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So serious at your game ! come come, the 
quarrel ? 

f Fr. Nothing, good faith, sir. 
Nothing ? and you bleed ? 
f Fr. Bleed ! where ? pish, a little scratch by 
chance, sir. 

What need this niceness,' when you know so 
well 

must know these things, and truly know 'em ? 
aintiness makes me but more impatient ; 60 
range concealment frets me. 
s Fr. Words did pass 
i was bound to answer, as my opinion 
ve instructed me ; 

ould 1 take in general fame into 'em, 
I should commit no error in't. 
What words, sir, and of whom ? 
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Cap. Ager. Why, sir, 'twixt friend and friend 
There is so even and level a degree, 
It wHl admit of no superlative. 

Col. Not in terms of manhood ? 

Sus. [coming forward^ Nay, gentlemen 

Cei. Good sir, give me leave — in terms of manhood, 
What can you dispute more questionable ? 
You're a captain, 'sir ; I give you all your due. 80 

Cap. Ager. And you are a colonel, a title 
Which may include within it many captains; 
Yet, sir, but throwing by those liluiar shadows, 
Which add no substance to the men themselves, 
And take them un com pounded, man and man, 
They may be so with fair equality. 

Col. You're a boy, sir 1 

Cap. Ager. And you have a beard, sir ; 
Virginity and marriage are both worthy ; 
And the positive purity there are some 
Have made the nobler. 

Col. How now ? 

Hus. Nay, good sir 90 

Cap. Ager. I shrink not ; he that goes the foremost 

Be overtaken. 

Col. Death, how am I weigh'd ! 

Cap. Ager. In an even balance, sir ; a beard put in 
Gives but a small advantage : man and man, 
And lift the scales. 

Col. Patience shall be my curse. 
If it ride me further ! [ They draw Ihnr swords. 



1 66 A Fair Quarrel. [acti. 

Rus. How now, gallants ? 
Believe me ihen, I must give aim ' no longer ; 
Can words beget swords, and bring 'em forth, ha ? 
Come, they're abortive propagations ; 
Hide 'em, for shame ! I had thought soldiers loo 

Had been musical, would not strike out of time, 
But to the consort * of drum, trumps, and fife : 
'Tis madman-like to dance without music. 
And most unpleasing shows to the beholders, 
A Lydian ditty to a Doric note. 
Friends embrace with steel hands I fie, it meets too 

hard ! 
I must have those encounters here debarr'd. 

Col. Shall 1 lose here what I have safe brought home 
Through many dangers? 

Cap. Ager. What's that, sir ? 

Col. My fame, 
Life of the life, my reputation. no 

Death 1 I am squar'd and measur'd out ; 
My heights, depths, breadth, all my dimensions taken ! 
Sure I have yet beyond your astrolabe 
A spirit unbounded. 

Cap. Ager. Sir, you might weigh 

Rus. Tush I 
All this is weighing fire, vain and fruitless : 
The further it runs into argument. 
The further plung'd ; beseech you, no more on't. 
I have a tittle claim, sir, in your blood, 

' See nole i, vol ill. p. 358. • Concert. 
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As near as the brother to your mother, 

If that may serve for power to move your quiet ; 120 

The rest I shall make up with courtesy 

And an uncle's love. 

Cap. Ager. I have done, sir, but 

Hus. But? I'll have no more shooting at these butts. 

Col. We'll to pricks ' when he please. 

Jlus. You rove all siill. 
Sir, I have no motive proof to disgest * 
Your raised choler back into temperate blood ; 
But if you'll make mine age a counsellor, — 
As all ages have hitherto allow'd it. 
Wisdom in men grows up as years increase, — 
You shall make me blessed in making peace, 130 

And do your judgment right. 

Col. In peace at home 
Grey hairs are senators, but to determine 
Soldiers and their actions 

Enler Fitzallkn and Jane. 

Jius. 'Tis peace here, sir : 
And see, here comes a happy interim ; 
Here enters now a scene of loving arms ; 
This couple will not quarrel so. 

CpI.'s Fr. Be advis'd, sir ; 
This gentleman, Fitzallen, is your kinsman ; 
You may o'enhrow his long-labour'd fortunes 

t The tritk wu Ihe poinl in Ihe centre of Ihe bulls. To rmH WM 10 
iboot in arrow at an elevoligo, Ml pginl-blaok. 
> The old (otm of iigtti. 
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With one angry minute ; 'tis a rich churl. 

And this his sole inheritrix ; blast not 140 

His hopes with this tempest. 

Col. It shall calm me; 
All the town's conjurers and their demons could not 
Have laid my spirit so. 

Fiti. Worthy coz, 
I gratulate your /air return to peace ! 
Your swift fame was at home long before you. 

Ccl, It meets, I hope, your happy fortunes here. 
And I am glad in't. I roust salute your joys, coi, 
With a soldier's encounter. {Kissei Jane. 

Fits. Worthy captain Ager \ 
I hope, my kinsman shortly. 

Hus, Vou must come short indeed, 
Or the length of my device will be ill-shrunk. — [Aside. 
Why. now it shows finely ! I'll tell you, sir, — iji 

Sir ? — nay, son, I know 1' ih' end 'twill be so 

Fits. I hope so, sir. 

/^us. Hope ? nay, 'tis past all hope, son : 
Here has been such a stormy encounter 'twixt ' 
My cousin - captain and this brave Colonel, 
About I know not what— nothing indeed — 
Competitions, degrees, and comparatives 
Of soldiership ; but this smooth passage of love 
Has calm'd it alL — Come, I will have it sound ; 
Let me see your bearts combined in your hands, 
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And then I will believe the league 

It shall be the grape's, if we drink any blood. 

Col. I have no anger, sir. 

Cap. Ager. I have had none, 
My biood has not yet rose to a quarrel ; 
Nor have you had cause 

Cel. No cause of quarrel ? 
Death ! if my father should tell me so 

Rus. Again? 

Fits. Good sir, for my sake 

Col. Faith, I have done, coz ; 
You do too hastily believe mine anger : 
And yet, to say diminiting ^ valour 
In a soldier is no cause of quarrel 170 

Rus. Nay, then, I'll remove the cause, to kill tb' 
effect. 
Kinsman, I'll press you to't, if either love 
Or consanguinity may move you to't : 
I must disarm you ; though ye are a soldier, 
Pray, grant me your weapon ; it shall be safe 

\Takes Captain Acer's sword. 
At your regress from my house. Now I know 
No words can move this noble soldier's sword 
To a man undefenc'd so : we shall parie,^ 
And safely make all perfect friends again. 

Col. To show my will, sir, accept mine to you ; iSo 
\Gives his sword to RtJSSBLL. 
As good not wear it as not dare to use it. 



' Dimiaishing. 
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Cel.'s Fr. Nay, then, sir, we will be all exampl'd ; 
We'll have no arms here now but lovers' arms. 

\Gives his sword to Russell. 

Cap's Fr. No seconds must begin a quarrel: take 
mine, sir. \Givts his su<erd to Rosseh. 

Fus, Why, la, what a fine sunshine's here ! these 
clouds 
My breath has blown into another climate. ^^H 

I'll be your armorer ; ' they are not pawn'd. — ^^H 
These were the fish that I did angle for; ^^| 

I have caught 'em finely. Now for my trick ; 
My project's lusty, and will hit the nicic 190 

\Exit with weapons. 

Col. What, is't a match, beauty ? I would now have 
Alhance with my worthy captain Ager, 
To knit our loves the faster : here is wiltiess 
Enough, if you confirm it now. ^^h 

Jane. Sir, my voice ^^H 

Was long since given, since that I gave my hand. ^^^| 

Col. Would you had seal'd too ! ^^ 

Jane. That wish comes too late, . 
For I too soon fear my dehvery. — \Asidi. 

My father's hand sticks yet, sir ; you may now 
Challenge a lawful interest in his : 

He took your hand from your enraged blood, aoo 

And gave it freely to your opposite. 
My cousin Ager 1 methinks you should claim from him, 
In the less quality of calmer blood, 
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To join the hands of two divided friends, 
Even these two that would offer willingly 
Their own embrace. 

Col.'s Ft} Troth, she instrucis you well. 
Colonel, and you shall do a lover's part 
Worth one brave act of valour. 

Col. Why, I did 
Misdoubt no scruple ; is there doubt in it? 

Fit%. Faith, sir, delays, which at the least are doubts ; 
But here's a constant resolution fix'd, 211 

Which we wish willingly he would accord to. 

Col. Tush, he shall do't, I will not be denied ; 
He owes me so much in the recompense 
Of my reconcilement. — Captain Ager, 
You will take our parts against your uncle 
In this quarrel ? 

Cap. Agcr. I shall do my best, sir ; 
Two denials shall not repulse me : I love 
Youi worthy kinsman, and wish him mine ; I know 
He doubts it not 

Col. See, he's retum'd. 

Hc-enSer RussKLL wilk Servant. 

Jius. Your cue, 220 

Be sure you keep it ; 'twiU be spoken quickly, 
Therefore watch it. [Exit Servant 

Col. Let's set on him all at once. , 

All. Sir, we have a suit to you. 

Rus. What, all at once? 
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AIL AH, all, i'faith, sir. 

Rus. One spe^er may yet deliver : say, say ; 

ihal! not dare to stand out 'gainst so many. 

Col. Faith, sir, here's a brabbling ' matter hangs on 

demur; 
nake the motion for all without a fee ; 
ay you, let it be ended this tenn. 
Rui. Ha, ha, ha ! — 230 
at is the rascal's cue, and he has miss'd it. — [Aside. 
hat is't, what is't, sir ? 
Co/, ^\'hy, sir, here's a man 

id here's a woman — you're scholar good enough — 
t em together, and tell me what it spells ? 
Rui, Ha, ha, ha !— 
lere's his cue once again : 

Re-enter Servant. 
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Rus. Hast thou do other description of them ? 

Ser. They come with commission, they say, sir, to 
taste of your earth ; if they like it, they'll turn it into 
pinpowder. 

Rus. O, they arc saltpetre-men — before me,^ 
And they bring commission, the king's power indeed ! ^ 
They must have entrance : but the knaves will be brib'd ; 
There's all the hope we have in officers; 250 

They were too dangerous in a commonwealth, 
But that they will be very well corrupted ; 
Necessary varlets. 

Str. Shall I enter in,^ sir ? 

Rui. By all fair means, sir, 
And with ail speed, sir : give 'em very good words, 
To save my ground unravish'd, unbroke up : 

\_Exit Servant, 



in p. .8. ; 






Ibou look's! half-ill Indeed ! " 

' In Octol»r 1595 the Lord Mayor wrote lo the Lords in Council to 
protest against the high-handed way In which the saJlpetre-men 
executed their coramiuioD. On 13th March 1616-17 ^"^ l^rl of 
Woroesler obtained a patent to make all ultpetre and gunpowder 
for the space of Ihiny-one years, and appears lo have been veiy 
rigorous in eierclslng his monopoly. "Before the discovery and 
importation of Indian nitre, salipetre was manufactured from earth 
impregliuiled with animal matter, and being the chief ingrnlient of 
gunpowder, was claimedbylheGovenimeDl. and in most cases became a 
Stale Monopoly. Patents for making saltpetre weceeipressly exempted 
in 1624 from the Stalule against Monopolies (21 Jac. 1. c. 3. s. 10) and 
the ultpetre-man was empowered lo break open all premises, and lo 
dig up (he Hoorsof stables, and even dwelling-houses."— J?ow*i^niiifia, 
p. i>4, n, a. 

• Dyee suggests "enter 'em," which may be the nghl reading. 
[ " Eolei in " = show them In, 
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ne's yet 

trirgin earth ; the worm hath not been seen 

wriggle in her chaste bowels, and I'd be loath 
junpowder fellow should deflower her now. a6o 
Vol. Our suit is yet delay'd by this means, sir. 
Rus. Alas, I cannot help it ! these fellows gone, 

I hope I shall despatch 'em quickly, 
few articles shall conclude your suit : 
10? master Fitzallen ? the only man 
at my adoption aims at. 
Col. There's good hope then. 

Enttr two Sergeants in disguise. 
First Serg. Save you, air. 

Rus. You are welcome, sir, for ought I know yet 
Sec. Serg. We come to take a. view and taste of your 
ground, sir. 
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tnuter Swallow, and master Bonesuck, the debts are a 
thousaod pounds. lEo 

£us. A thousand pounds! beshrow' me, a good' 
man's substance i 

Col. Good sir, out weapons ! we'll teach these variets 
to walk 
In their ow-n parti-colour'd coats, that they 
May be distinguish^ from honest men. 

First Serg. Sir, attempt no rescue ; he's our prisoner ; 
You'll make the danger worse by violence. 

Col. A plague upon your gunpowder-treason, 

Ye quick-damn'd varlets ! is this your saltpetre- proving. 

Your tasting earth ? would you might ne'er feed better, 

Nor none of your catchpoll tribe ! — Our weapons, good 

sir! 290 

I WeTl yet deliver him, 

Xiu. Pardon me, sir ; 
I dare not suffer [any] rescue here, 
At least not by so great an accessary 
As to furnish you : had you had your weapons — 
But to see the ill fate on'l ! — My fine trick, i'failh ! 
Let beggars beware to love rich men's daughters : 
I'll teach 'em the new morrice ; I learnt it myself 
Of another careful father. {Aside. 

Fits. May I not be bail'd ? 

Stc. Serg. Yes, but not with swords. 

Cd. Slaves, here are sufhcient men ! 

Fint Serg. Ay, i' th' field, ' 300 
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But not in the city. — Sir, if this gentleman 
Will be one, we'll easily admit the second. 

Rus. Who, 1 ? sir, pray, pardon me : I am wrong'd, 
Very much wrong'd in this ; I must needs speak it. — 
Sir, you have not dealt like an honeSt lover 
With me nor my child : here you boast to me 
Of a great revenue, a large substance. 
Wherein you would endow and state my daughter : 
Had I miss'd this, my opinion yet ' 
Thought you a frugal man, to understand 310 

The sure wards against all necessities ; 
Eoldly to defend your wife and family, 
To walk unmuffl'd, dreadless of these flesh-hooks, 
Even in the daring'st streets through all the city ; 
But now I find you a loose prodigal, 
A large unlhrift : a whole thousand pound ! — 
Come from him, girl, his inside is not sound. 

J^its. Sir, I am wrong'd ; these are malicious plots 
Of some obscure enemies that I have; 
These dehts are none of mine. 

Jius. Ay, all say so : 320 

Perhaps you stand engag'd for other men ; 
If so you do, you must then call't your own : 
The like arrearage do 1 run into 
Should I bail you ; but I have vow'd against it, 
And I will keep ray vows ; that is religious. 
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Fiit. All this is nothing so, sir, 

Rus. Nothing so ? 
By my faith, 'tis, sir ; my vows are firm. 

Fits. I neither 
Owe these debts, nor [am I] engag'd for others. 

Rus. The easier is your liberty regain'd ; 
These appear proofs to me. 

CbI. Liberty, sir? 330 

I hope you will not see him go to prison. 

Rui. I do not mean to bear him company 
So far, but I will see him out of my doors : 
O, sir, let him go to prison ! 'lis a school 
To tame wild bloods, he'll be much better for't. 

Col. Better for lying in prison ? 

Rus. In prison ; believe it, 
Many an honest man lies in prison, else all 
The keepers are knaves ; they told me so them- 
selves. 

Col. Sir, I do now suspect you have betray'd him 
And us, to cause us to be weaponless : 3^0 

If it be so, you're a blood-sucking churl. 
One that was bom in a great frost, when charily 
Could not stir a finger; and you shall die 
In heat of a burning fever 1' th' dog-days, 
To begin your hell to you: I've said your grace for 

you; 
Now get you to supper as soon as you can ; 
Pluto, the master of the house, is set already. 

Cap. Ager. Sir, you do wrong mine uncle. 

Col. Pox on your uncle 
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And all liis kin ! if my kinsman mingle 
No blood with him. 

Cap. Agtr. You are a foul-mouth'd fellow ! 350 

Cel. Foul-mouth'd I will be — thou'rt the son of a 
whore I 

Cap. Ager. Ha ! wboie ? plagues and furies ! I'll 
thrust that back, 
Or pluck thy heart out after ! — son of a whore ? 

Col. On thy Hfe I'll prove it. 

Cap. Ager. Death, I am naked !— 
Uncle, I'll give you my left hand for my sword 
To ann my right with — this fire will Same me 
Into present ashes I 

Col. Sir, give us weapons ; 
We ask our own ; you will not rob us of them ? 

Rus. No, sir, but still restrain your furies here : 
At my door I'll give you them, nor at this time 360 

My nephew's; a time will better suit you i 
And I must tell you, sir, you have spoke swords. 
And 'gainst the law of arms, polson'd the blades. 
And with them wounded the reputation 
Of an unblemish'd woman : would you were out of my 
doors ! 

Col. Pox on your doors, and let it tun all your house 
o'er! 
Give me my sword ! 

Cap. Ager. We shall meet, Colonel ? 

Col. Yes, better provided 1 to spur thee more, 
I do repeat my words — son of a whore ! 

\Exit with his Friend. 




worse than it was ; you 
370 
Do nothing now. [Exit with Captain Acer. 

Sm. No, I'll bar him now. — Away with that beggar ! 
\Exit. 
/oMM. Good sir, 
Let this persuade you for two minutes' stay : 
At this price, I know, yon can wait all day. 

[Giving money. 
First Serg. You know the remora ^ that stays our 

ship always. 
Jane. Your ship sinks many when this hold lets go, — 

my Fitiallen ! what is to be done ? 
Fits. To be still thine is all my part to be. 

Whether in freedom or captivity. 380 

Jant. But art thou so engag'd as this pretends ? 
Fili. By heaven, sweet Jane, 'tis all a hellish plot ! 

Your cruel-smiling father all this while 

Has candied o'er a bitter pill for me, 

Thinking by my remove to plant some other, 

.\nd then let go his fangs. 
Jane. Plant some other ? 

Thou hast too firmly stampt me for thine own, 

Ever to be ras'd out : I am not current 

In any other's hand ; I fear too soon 

1 shall discover 11 

I^tt. Let come the worst ; 390 
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Bind but this knot with an unloosed line, 
I will be still thine o 
Jam. And I'll be thine. 

Fint Surg. My watch has gone two minutes, master. 
J-i/s. It shall not be renewed ; 1 go, sir— Farewell ! 
/ane. Farewell ! we both are prison'd, though not 
together ; 
But here's the difference in our luckless chance, 
I fear mine own, wish thy deliverance. 

Fits. Our hearts shall hourly visit : I'll send to 
Ihee; 
Then 'tis no prison where the mind is free. 

[£xi( with Sergeants. 

Reenter Russell. 

Jiu!. So, let him go ! — Now, wench, I bring thee 
joys, 400 

A fair sunshine after this angry storm. 
It was my policy to remove this beggar: 
What ? shall rich men wed iheir only daughters 
To two fair suiis of clothes, and perhaps yet 
The poor tailor is unpaid? no, no, my girl, 
I have a lad of thousands coming in : 
Suppose he have more wealth than wit to guide it. 
Why, there's thy gains ; thou keep'st the keys of all, 
Disposest all ; and for generation, 

Man does most seldom stamp 'em from the brain ; 410 
Wise men begets fools, and fools are the fathers 
To many wise children ; kysteron proleron, 
A great scholar may beget an idiot, 
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And from the plough-tail may come a great scholar; 
Nay, thej are frequent propagations. 

yaiu. I am not well, sir. , 

Jius. Ha ! not well, my girl ? 
Thou shalt have a physician then, [i'faith]. 
The best that gold can fetch upon his footcloth,' 
Thou know'st my tender pity to ihee ever ; 
Want nothing that thy wishes can instruct thee 4» 

To cail for,— 'fore me, and thou look'st half-ill indeed ! 
But I'll bring one within a day to thee 
Shall rouse thee up, for he's come up already ; 
One master Chough, a Cornish gentleman ; 
Has as much land of his own fee-simple 
As a crow can fly over in half a day : 
And now I think on't, at the Crow at Aldgate 
His lodging is :^he shall so stir ihee up ! — 
Come, come, be cheer'd ! think of thy preferment ; 
Honour and attendance, these will bring thee health ; 43° 
And the way to 'em is to climb by wealth. [Exeunt, 

' Long clolh bousings of a hone or mub. A mule (or horse) and 
loatdolh were (oimetly considered indispensable articles for a physician 
of standing, la Bulteln's Diatogui againit tlu Frvtr Piililtna, 1564, 
Medicus says iha! one of fail palirnis gave him a " mule with a velvui 
footclolh." Aubrey (£<tfwj/n™ Bod!. Liir., ii. 386, quoied by Narra) 
lelatQ ihat " Harvey rode on horeebacli wiih a foelctoth (0 visit hn 
palieou, his man (oIlowlDg on fool, as the fashion then was. which was 
w quite diiconlinued." 
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ACT II. 
SCENE I. 
A Room in Ladv Acer's Howe. 
Enter Captain Acer. 
Ager. The son of a whore ? 
s not such another murder ing-piecc ' 
lie stock of calumny ; it kills 
report two reputations. 
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More than a mollier's carriage makes it hopeful ? 

And is't not miserabic valour then, 

That man should hazard al! upon things doubtful ? 

O, there's the cruelty of my foe's advantage ! 

Could but my soul resolve my cause were just, so 

Earth's mountain nor sea's surge should hide him from 

E'en to hell's threshold would I follow him, 

And see the slanderer in before I left him ! 

But as it is, it fears ' me ; and I ne\ 

Appear'd too conscionably just till now. 

My good opinion of her life and virtues 

Bids me go on, and fain would I be nil'd b/t ; 

But when my judgment tells me she's but woman, 

Whose frailty' let in death to all mankind, 

My valour shrinks at that. Certain, she's good ; 

There only wants but ray a 

And all things then were perfect : how I thirst for't ! 

Here comes the only she that could resolve ' — 

But 'lis too vild * a question to demand indeed. 

Enter Lady Acer. 

Lady Ager. Son, I've a suit to you. 

Cap. Ager. That may do well. — \Aside. 

To me, good madam ? you're most sure to speed in't, 
Be'i i' my power to grant it. 
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lady j4gfr. 'Tis my love 

.kes the request, that you would never part 

nil England more. 

Cap. Jger. With ail my heart 'lis granted !— 

1 sure I'm i' the way iiever to part from't [Aside. 40 

Lady Ager. Where left you youi dear friend the 

Colonel? 
Cap. Ager. 0, the dear Colonel,— I should meet him 

(jtdy Ager. fail him not then ! he's a genUe- 

e fame and reputation of your time 

much engag'd to. 

Cap. Ager. Y«s, and ' you knew all, mother. 

lady Ager. I thought I'd known so much of his fait 

goodness, 
ire could not have been lookM for. 
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Lady Ager. So are the best conditions ; ' 
Tour father was the like. 

Cap. Ager. I begin now 
To doubt me more : why am not I so too then ? 
Blood follows blood through forty generations. 
And I've a slow-pac'd wrath — a shrewd dilemma I 

{Asidt. 

Lady Ager. Well, as you were saying, sir 

Cap. Ager. Marry, thus, good madam : 
There was in company a foul mouth'd villain — 
Stay, stay, 60 

Who should I liken him to that you have seen ? 
He comes so near one that I would not match him 

with; 
Faiih, just a' th' Colonel's pitch,' he's ne'er the worse 

man; 
Usuj^rs bavc_been compar'd to magistrates, 
Extortioners to lawyers, and the like ; 
But they all prove ne'er the worse men for that. 

Lady Ager. That's bad enough ; they need not. 

Cap. Ager. This rude fellow, 
A shame to all humanity or manners, 
Breathes from the rottenness of his gall and malice 
The foulest stain that ever man's fame blemish'd ; 70 
Part of which fell upon your honour, madam, 
Which heighten'd my afHiciion. 
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Z^y Ager. Mine ? my honour, sir? 

Cap. Ager. The Colonel, soon enrag'd, as he's all 
touchwood, 
Takes fire before me, makes the quarrel his. 
Appoints the field ; my wrath could not be heard, 
His was so high-pitch'd, so gloriously mounted. 
Now, what's the friendly fear that fights within me. 
Should his brave noble fury undertake 
A cause that were unjust in our defence, 
And so to lose him everlastingly So 

In that dark depth where all bad quarrels sink 
Never to rise again, what pity 'twere 
First to die here, and never to die there ! 

Lady Ager. Why, what's the quarrel — speak, sir — that 
should raise 
Such fearful doubt, my honour bearing part on'l? 
The words, whalc'er they were, 

Cap. Ager. Son of a whore ! 

Lady Ager. Thou lies! ! \Strikes him. 

And were my love ten thousand limes more to thee, 
Which is as much now as e'er mother's was. 
So thou should'st feel ray anger. Dost thou call 90 

That quarrel doubtful? where are all my merits? 
Not one stand up to tell this man his error? 
Thou tnight'st as well bring the sun's truth in question 
As thy birth or my honour I 

Cap. Ager. Now blessings crown you for't ! 
It is the joyfull'st blow that e'er flesh felt. 

Lady Ager. Nay, slay, stay, sir ; thou art not left so 
soon : 
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This is no question to be slighted off. 
And at your pleasure dos'd up fair again. 
As though you'd never touch'd it : no, honour doubted 
Is honour deeply wounded ; and it rages loo 

More than a common smart, being of thy making ; 
For thee to fear my truth, it kills my comfort : 
Where should fame seek for her reward, when he 
That is her own by the great tie of blood, 
Is farthest off in bounty ? O poor goodness ! 
That only pay'st thyself with thy own works, 
For nothing else looks towards thee. Tell me, pray, 
Which of nay loving cares dost thou requite 
With this vi!d ' thought, which of my prayers or wishes? 
Many thou ow'st me for : this seven year hast thou 
known me no 

A widow, only married to my vow ; 
That's no small witness of my faith and love 
To hjm that in life was thy honour'd father; 
And live I now to know that good mistrusted ? 

Cap. Ager. No ; 't shall appear thai my belief is 
cheerful, 
For never was a mother's rcpuution 
Noblier defended : 'tis my joy and pride 
I have a firm [faith] to bestow upon it. 

LaJy Ager. What's that you said, sir? 

Cap. Ager. "Twerc too bold and soon yet 
To crave forgiveness of you ; I'll earn it first : "o 

Dead or alive 1 know I shall enjoy it. 





A Fair Qmarrd. 

La^ Agtr. Whxf s all tlua, nr? 

Caf. Ago-. M]r 'yrf% 'bcfcmA. 
I do bat think bow ■le ich ed I had been 
Were this aaotber's qrand, and not nine. 

Lady Ager. Why, is it touti ? 

Cap. Ager. Mine ? ihink mc cot so miserable. 
Mot to be mine ; then were I wone thin abject. 
More to be loalh'd than vilcness or sin's dunghill 
Nor did I fear your goodness, faithful madam. 
But came with greedy joy to be confinn'd in't, 
To give ibe nobler onset. Then shines valour. 
And admiration from her fix'd sphere dram. 
When it comes bumish'd with a nghtcous cause ; 
Without which I'm ten fathoms under coward. 
That now am ten degrees above a man. 
Which is but one of virtue's easiest wonders. 

Lady Ager. But, pray, stay; all this while I undei 
stood you 
The Colonel was the man. 

Cap. Ager. Yes, he's the man, 
The man of injury, reproach, and slander. 
Which I must turn into his soul ^aiu. 

Lady Ager. The Colonel do'l ? that's strange ! 

Cap. Ager. The villain did it ; 
That's not so strange : — your blessing and your leave. 

Lady Ager. Come, come, you shall not go ! 

Cap. Ager. Not go ? were death 
Sent now to summon me to my eternity, 
I'd put him off an hour; why, the whole world 
Has not chains strong enough to bind me from't 
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The strongest is my reverence to you, 
Which if you force upon me in this case, 
I must be forc'd to break it 

Lady Ager, Stay, I say ! 

Cap, Ager. In anything command me but in this, 
madam. 

Lady Ager, 'Las, I shall lose him ! [Aside,] — You 
will hear me first ? 150 

Cap, Ager. At my return I will. 

Lady Ager. You'll never hear me more, then. 

Cap. Ager. How ? 

Lady Ager. Come back, I say ! 
You may well think there's cause I call so often. 

Cap, Ager. Ha, cause ! what cause ? 

Lady Ager. So much, you must not go. 

Cap. Ager. How? 

Lady Ager. You must not go. 

Cap. Ager. Must not ! why ? 

Loify Ager. I know a reason for't. 
Which I could wish you'd yield to, and not know ; 
If not, it must come forth : faith, do not know, 160 

And yet obey my will 

Cap, Ager. Why, I desire 
To know no other than the cause I have. 
Nor should you wish it, if you take your injury. 
For one more great I know the world includes not. 

Lady Ager. Yes, one that makes this nothing : yet be 
rul'd, 
And if you understand not, seek no further. 

Cap. Ager, I must ; for this is nothing. 
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Lady Agir. Then take all ; 

id if amongst it you receive that secret 

lat will ofTend you, though you condema me, 

t blame yourself a little ; for, perhaps, 170 

fould have made my reputation sound 

)on another's hazard with less pity ; 

t upon yours I dare not 

Cap. Ager. How? 

Lady Ager. I dare not : ^ 

was your own seeking this. ^ 

Cap. Ager. If you mean evilly, 

annot understand you ; nor for all the riches 

lis life has, would I. 

Lady Ager. Would you never might 1 

Cap. Ager. Why, your goodness, that I joy to fight 

for. 
Lady Ager. In that you neither right your joy not me. 
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Cap. Ager. Nay, then, sh'as all her wages. 
False ! do not say't, for honour's goodness, do not ! 
You never could be so. He I call'd father 190 

Deserv'd you at your best, when youth and merit 
Could boast at highest in you ; y'had no grace 
Or virtue that he match'd not, no delight 
That you invented but he sent it crown'd 
To your full-wishing soul. 

Lady Ager, That heaps my guiltiness. 

Cap, Ager, O, were you so unhappy to be false 
Both to yourself and me ? but to me chiefly. 
What a day's hope is here lost ! and with it 
The joys of a just cause ! Had you but thought 
On such a noble quarrel, you'd ha' died 200 

Ere you'd ha' yielded ; for the sin's hate first, 
Next for the shame of this hour's cowardice. 
Curst be the heat that lost me such a cause, 
A work that I was made for ! Quench, my spirit, 
And out with honour's flaming lights within thee ! 
Be dark and dead to all respects of manhood 1 
I never shall have use of valour more. 
Put off your vow for shame ! why should you hoard up 
Such justice for a barren widowhood, 
That was so injurious to the faith of wedlock ? 210 

\Exit Lady Ager. 
I should be dead, for all my life's work's ended ; 
I dare not fight a stroke now, nor engage 
The noble resolution of my friends : 
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Enter two Friends ij/Captaik Acer. 

lat were more vild.— They're here ; kill me, my shame 1 
im not for the fellowship of honour. \Asidt. 
Finl Ft. Captain ! fie, come, sir ! we've been seeking 

for you 
\rj late to-day ; this was not wont to be : 
lur enemy's i' th' field. 
Cap. AgCT. Truth enters cheerfully. 
Sec. Fr. Good faith, sir, you've a royal quarrel on't. 
Cap. Agtr. Yes, in some other country, Spain or 

Italy, SM 
would be held so. 

First Fr. How? and is't not here so? 
Cap. Ager. 'Tis not so contumeliously receiv'd 
these parts, and you mark it. 
First Fr. Not in these ? 
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Exactly worthy, absolutely noble, 
However spleen and rage abuses him ; 
And 'tis not well or manly to pursue 
A man's infirmity. 

First Fr, O miracle ! 
So hopeful, valiant, and complete a captain 240 

Possess'd with a tame devil ! Come out ! thou spoilest 
The most improv'd young soldier of seven kingdoms ; 
Made captain at nineteen ; which was deserv'd 
The year before, but honour comes behind still : 
Come out, I say ! This was not wont to be ; 
That spirit ne'er stood in need of provocation, 
Nor shall it now : away, sir ! 

Cap, Ager, Urge me not. 

First Fr, By manhood's reverend honour, but we 
must ! 

Cap. Ager, I will not fight a stroke. 

First Fr, O blasphemy 
To sacred valour ! 

Cap, Ager, Lead me where you list. 250 

First Fr, Pardon this traitorous slumber, clogg'd with 
evils: 
Give captains rather wives than such tame devils !• " 

\Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 

A Room in Russell's House. 

Enter Physician and Jake. 

Phy. Nay, mistress.* you must not be cover'd i 
The patient must ope to the physician 
All her dearest sorrows ; art is blinded else, 
An<i cannot show her mystical effects, 

Jane. Can art be so dim-sighted, learned sir? 
I did not think her so incapacious. 
You train me, as 1 guess, hlte a conjuror. 
One of our fine ' oracuious wizards. 
Who, from the help of his examinant. 
By the near guess of his suspicion. 
Points^ out the thief by the marks he tells him. 
Have you no skill in physiognomy ? 
What colour, says your coal, is my disease ? 
I am unmarried, and it cannot be yellow ; ' 
If it be maiden-green, you cannot miss it. 

Phy. 1 cannot see that vacuum in your blood : 
But, gentlewoman, if you love youiselC 
Love my advice ; be free and plain with me : 
Where lies your grief? 
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Jane. Where lies my grief indeed ? 
I cannot tell the truth, where my grief lies, jo 

But ray joy is imprison'd. 

Phy. This is mystical ! 

Jane. Lord, what plain questions you make problems 
of! 
Your art is such 3 regular highway, 
That put you out of it, and you are lost : 
My heart's imprison'd in my body, sir ; 
There is all my joy ; and my sorrow too 
Lies very near it 

Phy. They are bad adjuncts ; 
Your joy and grief, lying so near together. 
Can propagate no happy issue : remove 
The one, and let it be the worst — your grief — jo 

If you'll propose the best unto your joy. 

Jane. Why, now comes your skill ; what physic for it ? 

Phy. Now I have found you out ; you are in love. 

Jane. I thinit I am : what's ' your appliance now ? 
Cao all your Paracelsian mixtures cure it ? 
'T must be a surgeon of the civil law, 
I fear, that must cure me. 

Phy. Gentlewoman, 
If you knew well my heart, you would not be 
So circular ; ' the very common name 
Of physician might reprove your niceness ; * 40 



" Ed. 1 "what." 
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We are as secret as yout confessors. 

And 3s firm obliged ; 'tis a fine like death 

For us to blab. 

Jane. 1 will trust you ; yet, sir, 
I'd rather do it by attorney to you ; 
I else have blushes that will stop my tongue 
Have you no friend so friendly as yourself, 
Of mine own sex, to whom I might impart 
My sorrows to you at the second hand ? 

Phy. Why, la, there I hit you ! and be confinn'd 
I'll give you such a bosom- counsellor, 
That your own tongue shall be sooner false to you. 
Make yourself unready,' and be naked to her ; 
I'll fetch her presently. {Exit. 

Jane. I must reveal ; 
My shame will else take tongue, and speak before me ; 
'Tis a necessity impulsive drives me. -^_ 

my hard fate, but my more hard father, ^^| 
That father of my fate ! — a father, said I ? ^^| 
What a strange paradox I run into ! ^1 

1 must accuse two fathers of my fate 

And fault, a reciprocal generation : 6c 

The father of my fault would have repair'd 

His faulty issue, but my fate's father hinders it 

Then fate and fault, wherever I begin, 

I must blame both, and yet 'twas love did sin. 

" Moke youiseU unready " — uadresi yoimell'. 
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Re-enter Physician with Anne. 

Phy, Look you, /mistress, here's your closet ; put in 
What you please, you ever keep the key of it. 

Jane. Let me speak private, sir. 

Phy, With all my heart ; 
I will be more than mine ears' length from you. 

\Retires, 

Jane, You hold some endear'd place with this gentle- 
man? 

Anne. He is my brother, forsooth, I his creature ; 70 
He does command me any lawful office, 
Either in act or counsel. 

Jane. I must not doubt you ; 
Your brother has protested secrecy. 
And strengthen'd me in you : I must lay ope 
A guilty sorrow to you ; I'm with child. 
Tis no black swan I show you \ these spots stick 
Upon the face of many go for maids : 
I that had face enough to do the deed, 
Cannot want tongue to speak it ; but 'tis to you. 
Whom I accept my helper. 

Anne. Mistress, 'tis lock'd 80 

Within a castle that's invincible : 
It is too late to wish it were undone. 

Jane, I've scarce a wish within myself so strong, 
For, understand me, 'tis not all so ill 
As you may yet conceit it : this deed was done 
When heaven had witness to the jugal ^ knot ; 

1 Nuptial 
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\y the barren ceremony wanis, 

lich by an adverse father is abridg'd. 

4nn(. Would my pity could help you ! 

fane. Your counsel may. 

! father yet shoots widest from my sorrow, 90 

d, with a care indulgent, seeing me chang'd 

3m what I was, sends for your good brother 

find my grief, and practise remedy : 
11 know it, give it him ; but if a fourth 

added to this counsel, I will say 
're worse than you can call me at the worst, 

this advantage of my reputation, 

rinne. I will revive a reputation 

at women long has lost ; I will keep counsel : 

only now oblige my teeth to you, 100 
d they shali bite the blabber, if it offer 
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do any kindness to my friends but I use to hit 'em in 
the teeth with it presently, no 

Trim. My name is Triratram, forsooth ; look, what 
my master docs, I use to do the like. 

[Attempts to kiss Anne. 
Ahiu. You are deceived, sir; I am not this gentle- 
woman's servant, to make your courtesy equal. 
CMougA. You do not know me, mistress ? 
yane. No indeed. — I doubt I shall leam too soon. 

Chough. My name is Chough,' a Cornish gentleman ; 
my man's mine own countryman too, i'faith : I warrant 
you took us for some of the small islanders. 
Jane. I did indeed, between the Scotch and Irish, no 
Chough. Red-shanks i** I thought so, by my truth; 
no, truly. 
We are right Cornish diamonds. 

> "Old eds. 'Chavgh,' Ac Chough or chuff i) a sea-bird. eenenll]r 
iboQght a slupid one, camaion ia Comvall : and a CorRiik rkaugk 
appears lo have been a name for a silly fellow from (he coumry : 
■ For here I mighl obsenie a CauHtry gvll, 
Whow father's death had made his pockets full, 
Mount Ludgate-bill to buy a Spanish fell. 
Pull oul his money, bid the Knaue go tel't. 
Notes ftom Black-frTers I presently might gather, 
For now lAis Comiih Chough loourns (or bis father 
In a Carnatioa fcaihei,' &<:. 

—Brailb wail's Homtsl Gkott, 1658, p. 167, "—/>»(*. 
* A term of contempt Tor .Scottish Rigbloiideis and native Irish, Cf. 
Haiiison** England, p. 6. and Spenjer's Cine 0/ IKt PnsmI Stait of 
Inland, ed. Grosart, pp. 36, 176 {Worts, vol. ik.) Dyce gives the 
foOowiag passage from a MS. quoted in Pilkingtoa's /fitt. of Scol,, 
ia. 396 ;— " Both wmner Bod wioler (except when the frost is most 
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Trim. Yes, we cut 
Out quarrels ' and break glasses where we go. 

Phy. If it be hidden from her father, yet 
His ignorance understands well his knowledge, 
For this 1 guess lo be some rich coxcomb 
He'd put upon his daughter. 

Anru. That's plainly so. 

Phy. Then only she's beholding to our help 
For the close delivery of her burden, 
Else all's overthrown. 

Anne. And, pray, be faithful in that, sir. 

Phy. Tush, we physicians are the truest 
Alchemists, that from the ore and dross of sin 
Can new distil a maidenhead again. 

Pus. How do you like her, sir ? 

Chough. Troth, 1 do like her, sir, in the way of com- 
parison, to anything thai a man would desire ; I am as 
high as the Mount ^ in love with her already, and ihaf s 
as far as I can go by land ; but I hope to go farther by 
water with her one day. 

Pus. I tell you, sir, she has lost some colour 140 

By wrestling with a peevish sickness now of late. 

Clwugh. Wrestle? nay, and she love wrestling, I'll 
teacli her a trick to overthrow any peevish sickness in 
London, whate'er it be. 

going always barelegged and barefooted, out delight and 
not onlf in hunling of red deer, wolves, foxes, and gnia 
[badgers], bulahoin running, leaping, swimming, shaoling. and throw- 
ing of darU. Therefoie in SQ much as we use. and delighl s 
always, the lender delicate gcntlemrn of Scolland call m Rrdika 
■ Diamond-shaped panes of glass. 
* Sl MichBel's Mount in Corawall. 
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P J^us. Well, she had a rich beauty, though I say't ; 
Nor is it lost ; a little thing repairs it 
Chffugk. She shall command the best thing that I 

In Middlesex, i'failh. 

Jim. Well, sir, talk with her; 
Give her a relish of your good liking to her ; 
■'ou shall have time and free 150 

Access to finish what you now begin. 
_/*!«*. What means my father ? my love's unjust re- 

"y shame, were it published, both together 
Could not afflict me like this odious fool : 
^^^•^ I see why he hated my Fitzallen. \^Aiide. 

Chough. Sweet lady, your father says you are a 
""esller: if you love that sport, I love you the better r 
'f^th, I love it as well as I love my meat after supper ; 
t»s indeed meat, drink, and cloth to me. 
_/ane. Methinks it should tear your clothes, sir. t6o 
Chough. Not a rag, i'faith.— Trim tram, hold my cloak. 
\Giixs his cloak to Trimtram.] — I'll wrestle a fall with 
T^u now; I'll show you a trick that you never saw in 
your life. 
Jaiu. O, good sir, forbear I I am no wrestler. 
Phy. Good sir, take heed, you'll hurt the gentle- 

Chough. I will not catch beneath the waist, believe 



I know fair play. 
/ofK. 'Tis no woman's exercise in London, sir. 



imers 

i 
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Chough, ni ne'er believe that : the hug and the lock 
between man and woman, with a tair fall, is as sweet 
an exercise for the body as you'll desire in a summer's 
evening, 

Phy. Sir, the gentlewoman is not well. 

Chough. It may be you are a physician, sir? 

Phy. Tis so, sir. 

Chough. I say, then, and I'll stand to'i, three 
of wrestling with two hips, a yard of a green gown ' put 
together in the inturn, is as good a medicine for the 
green sickness as ever breathed. iSo 

Tyim. Come, sir, lake your cloak again j I see here 
will be ne'er a match. [Returns cloak. 

Jaru. A match ? 
I had rather be match'd from a musket' .s mouth. 
And shot unto my death. YAsidt. 

Chough. I'll wrestle with any man for a good supper. 

Trim. Ay, marry, sir, I'll take your part there, catch 
that catch may. 

Phy. Sir, she is willing lo't : there at my house 
She shall be private, and near to my attendance : 190 
I know you'll ' not mistrust my faithful care ; 
I shall return her soon and perfectly. 



> Theie is usually a spice of naughliness intended when /rani /emu 
are mcDlioneil, Cf. Ben Jonson's BartlutiimFu, Pair. iv. 3 :— " Uisnlo, 
lake Ihem in and (it tbem to thdr entiling. Ontti tttwni, criauoa petli- 
coau. Breen women, my lord mayor's green women '. gaesis o' the 
gune, (rue tired." See Ibe charmine ballad aS Gnen Govm ("Pu. 
leave plpiog. tlie gods have done reaiting," Ac) in Mr. Ebaw Mth** 1 
editioii of Ihe WttlminMr Dnlltry. ' '^^^ 

1 So ed. Idas.— Ed. i " jaa.' 
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—Go with this gentleman, 
e thou go'st ; 



Rus. Take your charge, sir.- 
Jane; 
Bat, prithee, look well this way e 
Tis a rich simplicity of great estate, 
A thing that will be njl'd, and thou shalt rule ; 
Consider of your sex's general aim. 
That domination is a woman's heaven, 
Jane. I'll think on't, sir. 
Rus. My daughter is retiring, sir. 
Chough. I will part at Dartmouth with her, sir. 
[Kissfs her.]-~0 that thou didst but love wrestling 1 1 
■would give any man three foils 00 that condition ! x>i 
Trim. There's three sorts of men that would thank 

for 'era, either cutlers, fencers, or players. 
JFjm. Sir, as I began I end, — wondrous welcome I 

{ExeunI all except Chough and Trimtram. 
Trim. What, will you go to school to-day ? you are 
entered, you know, and your quarterage runs on, 

Chaugk. What, to the roaring school?' pox on't, 'tis 
luch a damnable noise, I shall never attain it neither. 
I do wonder they have never a wrestling school ; that 
were worth twenty of your fencing or dancing schools, m 
Trim. Well, you must learn to roar here in London ; 
you'll never proceed in the reputation of gallantry else. 

Chcugh. How long has roaring been an exercise, 
thinkcst thou, Trimtram ? 

Trim, Ever since guns came up; the first was your 
roaiing Meg.' 

. bullici ol Mitldletoti's lime. 
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Chough. Meg ? then 'twas a woman was the first 
roarer? 

Trim. Ay, a fire of her touch-hole, that cost matiy a 
proper man's life since that time ; and then the lions, 
they learnt it from the guns, living so near 'em ; ' then 
it was heard to the Bankside, and the bears ^ they 
began to roar ; then the boys got it, and so ever since 
there have been a company of roaring boys. j^j 

Chough. And how long will it last, thinkest thou ? 

Trim. As long as the water runs under London Bridge, 
or watermen [ply] at Westminster stairs. 

Chough. Well, I will begin to roar too, since it is in 
fashion, O Corineus,^ this was not in thy lime ! I 
should have heard on't by the tradition of mine ancestors 
— for I'm sure there were Choughs in thy days — if ii 
had been so: when Hercules and thou wert on the 
Olympic Mount together, then was wrestling in request 

Trim. Ay, and that Mount is now the Mount in 
Cornwall : Corineus brought it thither under one of his 
arms, they say. 237 

Chough. O Corineus, my predecessor, that I had but 
lived in those days to see thee wrestle ! on that condition 
I had died seven year ago. 

Trim. Nay, it should have been a dozen at least, 
i'faith, on that condition. \ExeHnt. 

) In Paris Garden. 

> Tbe mytbica] Cornish wrestler, who had a bout wilh tl 
CogmBgog (ai reUled in xoog i of (he PtfyalHan). 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

A Field. 

Enter Captain Acer and two Friends. 

Cap, Ager, Well, your wills now ? 
Jnrst Fr, of Cap. Our wills ? our loves, our duties 
'J^O honoured fortitude : what wills have we 
^^t our desires to nobleness and merit, 
Valour's advancement, and the sacred rectitude 
l^ue to a valorous cause ? 

Cap. Ager, O that's not mine ! 

Sec. Fr, of Cap, War has his court of justice, that's 
the field, 
Where all cases of manhood are determined. 
And your case is no mean one. 

Cap. Ager, True ; then 'twere virtuous ; 
But mine is in extremes, foul and unjust 
Well, now you've got me hither, you're as far lo 

To seek in your desire as at first minute ; 
For by the strength and honour of a vow, 
I will not lift a finger in this quarrel 
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Firsl Fr. of Cap. How ? not in this ? be not so radi 



Why, sir, do you ever hope to fight again then ? 
Take heed on't ; you must never look for that ; 
Why, th' universal stock of the world's injury 
Will be too poor to find a quarrel for you. 
Give up your right and title to desert, sir : 
If you fail virtue here, she needs you not 
All your time after ; let her take this wrong, 
And never presume then to serve her more : 
Bid farewell to th' integrity of arms, 
And let that honourable name of soldier 
Fall from you like a shivePd wreath of laurel 
By thunder struck from a desertless forehead. 
That wears another's right by usurpation. 
Good captain, do not wilfully cast away 
At one hour all the fame your life has won ; 
This is your native seat ; here you should seek 
Most to preserve it ; or if you will dote 
So much on life, — poor life, which in respect 
Of life in honour is but death and darkness, — 
That you will prove neglectful of yourself, 
Which is to me too fearful to imagine. 
Yet for that virtuous lady's cause, your mother, 
Her reputation dear to nobleness 
As grace to penitence, whose fair memory 
E'en crowns fame in your issue, for that blessedness 
Give not this ill place, but in spite of hell. 
And all her base fears, be exactly valiant. 
Cap. Ager. 0, O ! 
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aid, there's fair hope i 



sciNri.] 

^. Fr. of Cap. Why, well s 
that; 
Another such a oce ! 

Cap. Ager. Came they in thousands, 
Tis all against you. 

fint Fr. of Cap. Then, poor friendless merit, 
Hu?en be good to thee I thy professor leaves thee. 



Enter Colonel and two Friends, 



^F He's come ; ' do but you draw, we'll fight it for you, 
I Cap. Ager. I know too much to grant that. 

Rrst Fr. of Cap. O dead manhood ! 
Had erer such a cause so faint a servant ? 
Shame brand me, if I do not suffer for him ! 
Col. I've heard, sir, you've been guilty of much 
boasting 50 

For your brave earliness at such a meeting : 
Voa've lost the glory of that way this morning ; 
I was the first to-day. 

Cap. Ager. So were you ever 
in my respect, sir. 
First Fr. of Cap. O most base prseludium ! 
Cap. Ager. I never thought on Victory, our mistress, 
With greater reverence than I have your worth, 
Nor ever lov'd her better. 
First Fr. of Cap. 'Slight, I could knock 
s braios 'bout his heels, methinks ! 
E See. Fr. of Cap. Peace, prithee, peace 

• Old eds. "coin'd." 
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Cap. yiger. Success in you has been my absolute joy ; 
d when I've wish'd content, I've wish'd your friend- 
ship, to 
First Fr. of Cap. Stay, let me but nui him through 

the tongue a little ; 
ere's lawyer's blood in't, you shall see foul gear 

straight 
Sec. Fr. of Cap. Come, you're as mad now as he's 

cowardous. 
Col. I came not hither, sir, for an encomium. 
Fini Fr. of Cap. No, the more coxcomb he that claws 

the head 
your vainglory with't ! \Aii4t. 
Col. I came provided 

r storms and tempests, and the foulest season 
at ever rage let forth, or blew in wildness 
Dm the incensed prison of man's blood. 
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Thousands hare made a less wrong reach to hell. 

Ay, and rejojc'd in his most endless vengeance, 

A miserable triumph, though a just one I 

But when I call to memory our long friendship, 

Methinks it cannot be too great a wrong 

That then I should not pardon. Why should man 

For a poor hasty syllable ot two. 

And vented only in forgetful fury, 

Chain all the hopes and riches of his soul 

To the revenge of that, die lost for ever? 

For he that makes his last peace with his Maker 

In anger, anger is his peace eternally : 

He must expect the same return again 

Whose venture is deceitful ; must he not, sir ? 

Col. I see what I must do, fairly put up again ; 
For here'U be nothing done, I perceive that. 

Cap. Ager. What shall be done in such a v 
business 
But to be sorry, and to be forgiven ; 
You, sir, to bring repentance, and I pardon } 

Col. 1 bring repentance, sir ? 

Cap. Ager. 1ft be too much 
To say repentance, call it what you please, sir ; 
Choose your own word 1 I know you're sorry for"!, 
And that's as good. 

Col. I sorry ? by fame's honour, 1 am wrong'd ! 
Do you seek for peace, and draw the quarrel larger ? 100 

Cap. Ager. Then 'tis I am sorry that I thought you 



First Fr. of Cap. A captain ! I could gnaw his tide off. 
vou tv. o 



worthless 
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Cap. Ager. Nor is it any misbecoming virtue, air. 
In the best manliness to repent a wrong, ^^H 

Which made me bold with you. ^^^| 

FirU Fr. of Cap. I could cuff his head off. ^^^k 

Stc. Fr. of Cap. Nay, pish ! 

FirU Fr. of Cap. Pox on him, I could eat his buttock 
bak'd, methinksl 

Col. So, once again take thou thy peaceful rest, then ; 
\ShealhiHg his sword. 
But as I put thee up, I must proclaim 
This captain here, both to his friends and mine, no 

That only came to see fair valour righted, 
A base submissive coward ; so I leave him. 

{Offers to gotru'^. 

Cap. Ager. O, heaven has pitied my excessive patience, 
And sent me a cause ! now I have a cause ; 
A coward I was never. — Come you back, sir ! ^^_ 

Col. How? ^H 

Cap. Ager. You left a coward here. ^^H 

Col. Yes, sir, with you. ^^B 

Cap. Ager. 'Tis such base metal, sir, 'twill not be 
taken ; 
It must home again with you. 

See. Fr. of Cap. Should this be true now I 

First Fr. of Cap. Impossible ! coward do more than 
bastard ? uo 

Col. I prithee, mock me not, take heed you do not ; 
For if I draw once more, I shall grow terrible. 
And r»ge will force me do what will grieve honour. 

Cap. Ager. Ha, ha, ha ! 
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Col. He smiles ; dare it be he ? — What think you, 
gentlemen ? 
Yout judgments, shall I not be cozen'd in hina? 
This cannot be the man : why, he was bookish, 
Made an invective lately against fighting, 
A thing, in troth, that mov'd a little with me. 
Put up a fouler contumely far 130 

Than thousand cowards came to, and grew thankful. 

Cap. Ager. Blessed remembrance in time of need ! 
I'd lost my honour else. 

See. Fr. of Cap. Do you note his joy ? 

Cap. Ager. I never felt a more severe necessity ; 
Then came thy excellent pity. Not yet ready ? 
Have you such confidence in my just manhood, 
That you dare so long trust me, and yet tempt me 
Beyond the toleration of man's virtue ? 
Why, would you be more cruel than your injury? 
Do you first take pride to wrong me, and then think 
me 140 

Not worth your fury? do not use me so ; 
\ shall deceive you then. Sir, either draw, 
And that not slightingly, but with the care 
Of your best preservation, with that watchfulness 
As you'd defend yourself from circular fire, 
Yout sin's rage, or her lord — this will require it — 
Or you'll be too soon lost, for I've an anger 
Has gathered mighty strength against you, mighty: 
Yet you shall find it honest to the last, 
Noble and fair. 

Col. rU venture't once again ; 150 
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ic same height 'twas first esteem'd.^ 
\Exit Captain Acer with his Friends. 
First Fr. 0/ Col, Alas, how is it, sir? give us some 
hope 170 

Of your slay with us : let your spirit be seen 



le ud nearly al 



uipid levelling 



The whole of ihis se 

■r read Lamb enough :- 

nodera sloge is lied down > 

: as these scenes are filled w 

, J stupid infantile goodness, 
I the vigorous passions, and virtues clad in flesh and blood. 
with wbicli the old dramalisls present us. Those noble and liberal 
casuists could discern in the differences, Ihe quarrels, the animosities of 
nun, a beauty and truth of moral feeling, do less than in the iteralely 
inculcated duties of [oisiveness and alonemenL With us all is hypo- 



absurd 0. unnalura 


1 is always sure of applause. Our audiences come 


to the theatre to be 


complinienled on Iheir goodness. They compare 


notes with the am 


able characters in the play, and find a wonderful 


iimiJarily of diipos 


ion between them. We have a common slock of 




out of which a writer may be suppHed. without the 


(rouble of copying 


t from originals within his own breast. To know 




nour, to be judiciously valiant, to have ,i lemperance 


which shall Ixgel 


a smoothness in the angry swellings of youth, to 



csieem life as nothing » 
defended, yet to shake and tremble under a pious cowardice when that 
aik of an hoaest confidence Is foand lobe fi^l and IDtlering. to feel Ihe 
true blows of a real disgrace blunting that sword which the imaginary 
sliokes of a supposed false imputation had put so keen an edge upon 
but lalely ; to do, or to imagine this done in a feigned story, asks some- 
thing more of a moral sense, somewhat a greater delicacy of percept ion 
in tjoestkos of right and wrong, than goes 10 Ihe wtillng of two or 
three hackneyed sentences about the laws of honour as opposed to the 
taws of Ihe land, or a. commonplace against duelling. Yet such things 
would stand a writer now-a-days in far betlcr slead than Captain Ager 
and his conscientious honour; and he would be considered as a fat 
better teacher of morality Ihan old Rowley 01 Middlelou if they were 
linii£," 
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Above your fortune ; the best fortitade 

Has been of fate ill-friended : now force jrour empire, 

And reign above your blood, spite of dejection ; 

Reduce ^ the monarchy of your abler mind, 

Let not flesh straiten it 

CoL O, just heaven has found me, 
And tum'd the stings ^ of my too hasty injuries 
Into my own blood I I pursu'd my ruin, 
And urg'd him past the patience of an angel : 
Could man's revenge extend beyond man's life, igo 

This would ha' wak'd it. If this flame will light me 
But till I see my sister, 'tis a kind one ; 
More I expect not from't. Noble deserver ! 
Farewell, most valiant and most wrong'd of men ; 
Do but forgive me, and I'm victor then. 

[Exit^ led off by his Friends. 



SCENE II. 
A Room in the Physician's House. 

Enter Physician, Jane, Anne, and Dutch Nurse unth 

a Child. 

Phy, Sweet fro,* to your most indulgent care 
Take this my heart's joy ; I must not tell you 
The value of this jewel in my bosom. 



^ Bring back. 

» Oldeds. "strings." 

s Woman {Dut.) 
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Nurse. Dat you may veil, sir ; der can niet forstoore 
3^ou. 

Phy, Indeed I cannot tell you ; you know, nurse, 
*T*hese are above the quantity of price : 
'VXTiere is the glory of the goodliest trees 
lut in the fruit and branches ? the old stock 
LUst decay ; and sprigs, scions such as these, 10 

I^^ust become new stocks, for * us to glory 
X! n their fruitful issue ; so we are made 
X! mmortal one by other. 

Nurse, You spreek a most lieben fader, and ich sail 
c^o de best of tender nurses to dis infant, my pretty 
^xokin. 

Phy. I know you will be loving : here, sweet friend ; 

\Give5 money. 
here's earnest of a large sum of love and coin 
To quit * your tender care. 

Jane. I have some reason too 
To purchase your dear care unto this infant. 20 

[Gives money. 
Nurse. You be de witness of de baptim, dat is, as 
you spreken, de godimother, ich veil forstoore it so. 
Jane. Yes, I'm the bad mother, — if it be oflfence. 

[Aside. 
Anne. I must be a little kind too. [Gives money. 

Nurse. Much tanks to you all ! dis child is much 
beloven ; and ich sail see much care over it 



1 Oldeds. "from." 
s Requite. 
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Pky. Farewell. — Good sister, show her the way forth.— 
1 shall often visit you, kind nurse. 

Nuru. You sail be velcome. 

\ExeuHl Anne and Nurse. 

Jane. O sir, what a friend have I found in you 1 
Where my poor power shall stay in the requital, 30 

Yourself must from your fair condition ' 
Make up in mere acceptance of my wili. 

Phy. O, pray you, urge it not ! we are not bora 
For ourselves only ; self-love is a sin ; 
But in our loving donatives to others 
Man's virtue best consists : love all begets ; 
Without, all are adulterate and counterfeit. 

Jane. Your boundless love I cannot satisfy 
But with a mental memory of your virtues : 
Yet let me not engage your cost withal ; 40 

Beseech you then take restitution 
Of pains and bounty which you have disburs'd 
For your poor debtor. 

Phy. You will not offer it ? 
Do not esteem ray love so mercenary 
To be the hire of coin ; sure, I shall think 
You do not hold so worthily of me 
As I wish to deserve. 

Jane. Not recompense ? 
Then you will beggar me with too much credit : 
Is't ' not sufficient you preserve my name, 
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^VHiich I had forfeited to shame and scorn, 50 

Cover my vices with a veil of love, 

defend and keep me from a father's rage, 

"Wiose love yet infinite, not knowing this, 

^ight, knowing, turn a hate as infinite ; 

Sure he would throw me ever from his blessings, 

-^d cast his curses on me ! Yes, further, 

Your secrecy keeps me in the state of woman ; 

^or else what husband would choose me his wife, 

Kn owing the honour of a bride were lost ? 

^ oannot number half the good you do me 60 

I*^ the concealed retention of my sin ; 

'^Hcn make me not worse than I was before, 

*^ my ingratitude, good sir. 

-/%y. Again? 
* ^kall repent my love, if you'll so call't, 
^o be made such a hackney : give me coin ? 
*- Viad as lief you gave me poison,' lady, 
^Or I have art and antidotes 'gainst that ; 
^ might take that, but this I will refuse. 

Jane, Will you then teach me how I may requite you 
In some small quantity ? 

Phy. 'Twas that I look'd for.— [Asid€. 70 

Ves, I will tell you, lady, a full quittance. 
And how you may become my creditress. 
Jane, I beseech you, do, sir 1 
Phy. Indeed I will, lady : 
Not in coin, mistress ; for silver, though white, 
Yet it draws black lines ; it shall not rule my palm. 
There to mark forth his base corruption : 
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Pay me again in the same quality 
That I to you tender'J, — that is, love for love. 
Can you love me, lady? you have confess'd 
My love to you. 

Jane. Most amply. 

Fhy. Why, faith, then, 
Pay me back that way. 

Jane. How do you mean, sir ? 

Phy. Tush, our meanings are better understood i 
Than shifted to the tongue ; it brings alon| 
A little blabbing blood into our cheeks, 
That shames us when we speak. 

Jane. I understand you not. 

Phy. Fie, you do ; make not yourself i^orant 
In wliat you know ; you have ta'en forth the less 
That I would read to you, 

Jam. Sure then I need not 
Read it again, sir. 

Phy. Yes, it makes perfect: 
Vou know the way unio Achilles' spear ; ^ 
If that hurt you, 1 have the cure, you see. 

Jane. Come, you're a good man ; 1 do perceive you, 
You put a iria! to me ; I tiiank you ; 
You are my just confessor, and, btlieve rae, 
I'll have no further penance for this sin. 




I 
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Convert a year unto a lasting ever. 

And call'i Apollo's smile ; 'twas once, then never. 

Pky. Pray you, mistake me not ; indeed I love you. 

Jane. Indeed ? what deed ? 

Fhy. The deed that you have done. 

Jam. I cannot believe you. 

Fhy. Believe the deed then 1 100 

Jam. Away, you are a blackamoor ! you love me ? 
I hate you for your love ! Are you the man 
That in your painted outside seem'd so white ? 
O you're a foul dissembling hj-pocrite I 
You sav'd me from a thief, that yourself might rob me ; 
Skinn'd over a green wound to breed an ulcer ; 
Is this the practice of your physic-college? 

P/ty. Have you yet utter'd all your niceness ' forth ? 
If you have more, vent it ; certes,' I think 
Your first grant was not yielded with less pain; no 

If 'twere, you have your price, yield it again. 

Jam. Pray you, tell me, sir, — I ask'd it before,— 
Is it a practice amongst you physicians? 

P/iy. Tush, that's a secret ; we cast all waters : 
Should I reveal, you would mistrust my counsel ; 
The lawyer and physician here agrees. 
To women-clients they give back their fees ; 
And is not that kindness ? 

Jam. This for thy love ! [Sfiits at him. 

Out, outside of a man : thou cinnamon -tree, 
That but thy bark hast nothing good about thee ! im 

• Certainly. 
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The unicorn is hunted for his honi,i 
The rest is left for carrion : thou false man, 
Thou'st fish'd with silver hooks and golden baits ; ^ 
But I'll avoid all thy deceiving sleights. 

Pky. Do what you list, I will do something loojl 
Remember yet what I have done for you : 
You have a good face now, but 'twill grow nigged^ 
Ere you grow old, old men will despise you : 
Think on your grandarae Helen, the fairest queen ; ^ 
When in a new glass ^ she spied her old face, 
She, smiling, wept to think upon the change : 
Take your time ; you're craz'd, you're an apple fall'a 
From the tree ; if you be kept long, you'll rot. 
Study your answer well : yet I love you ; 
If you refuse, I have a hand above [you]. [fi 

Jane. Poison thyself, thou foul empoisoner ! 
Of thine own practique drink the theory ! 
What a white deviF have I met withal ! 



Dyce. 



' ' Flet qiioque, ul in speculo Tugas adspcxU anil 

Tyndaris.'— 0«d. Mtl. iv. 231. 
md Pari of Ihc Inm Agt. 1633, by Heywood, Helen strangles 
ix sarveying the ruins of her beamy in a looking-glais." — 



' The meaning of the tenn ^ehilt drvil is well eiplained by Ihe 
following passage of Hall's Duvmjall of Mayptms, ed, l66t. p. t ' — 
■■ Lalely we were troubled wiih While DeviU. who under freltna af 
ixlraordirtiiry lanctity, published open heresy and blasphemy against 
Cod, His word, Hb works, and ordinances ; now we nm madding on 
the Olher haod, and are like to be troubled with Black Devih. Tii.. 
tilasphemous drunkards, blasphemous hcalih-drinkeis. sconiers ofpiely, 
SabtMth probneis, obsenen of supenlilionc and beatbenish ci 



P. 
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What shall I do?— what do ? is it a question ? 

Nor shame, nor hate, nor fear, nor lust, nor force, 140 

Now being too bad^ shall ever make me worse. 

Re-enter Anne. 

What have we here ? a second spirit ? 

Anne. Mistress, 
I am sent to you. 

Jane, Is your message good ? 

Anne, As you receive it : 
My brother sent me, and you know he loves you. 

Jane, I heard say so ; but 'twas a false report 

Anne, Pray, pardon me, I must do my message ; 
Who lives commanded must obey his keeper : 
I must persuade you to this act of woman. 

fane. Woman ? of strumpet ! 

Anne, Indeed, of strumpet; 150 

He takes you at advantage of your fall, 
Seeing you down before. 

Jane, Curse on his feign'd smiles ! 

Anne. He's my brother, mistress ; and a curse on you, 
If e'er you bless him with that cursed deed ! 
Hang him, poison him ! he held out a rose. 
To draw the yielding sense, which, come to hand, 
He shifts, and gives a canker.^ 

Jane. You speak well yet 

Anne, Ay, but, mistress, now I consider it. 
Your reputation lies at his mercy, 

1 Dog-rate. 
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Your fault dwells in his breast ; say he throw'l out, ife 

It will be known ; how are you then undone I 

Think on'e, your good name ; and they're not to be soltl 

In every market : a good name is dear, 

And indeed more esteemed than our actions, 

By which we should deserve it. 

Jane. Ay me, most wretched ! 

Annt. What? do you shrink at that? 
Would you not wear one spot upon your face. 
To keep your whole body from a leprosy. 
Though it were undiscover'd ever ? Hang him 1 
Fear him not : horse leeches suck out his corrupt blood ! 
Draw you none from him, 'less it be pure and good 171 

Jane. Do you speak your soul ? 
Annt. By my soul do I ! 

Jane. Then yet I have a friend : but thus exhort me, 
Aod 1 have still a column to support me. 

Antu. One fault 
Heaven soon forgives, and 'tis on earth forgot ; 
The moon herself is not without one spot. [Exenul. 



SCENE in. 

A Room in Ladv Acer's House. 

Enter Lady Acer, meeting a ServanL 

Lady Ager. Now, sir, where is be? speak, why o 
he not ? 
I sent you for him. — Bless this fellow's senses i 
What has he seen ? a soul nine hours entranc'd, 
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Wbcreisfae? 



But, 
As 



Isarliz 






&£. Serv, To tbe 
FtrsiSerr. To fi^ 



Lady Agtr. Tofigiiz? 

RrU Serv. There came two Ji^ii% 
That call'd tl i fiiiirlm hb seconds i boch so 
As 'tis repo rte d, diej ptcraiFd vxth him 
With little labour. 

Ladj Ager. O, he's lost, he's gone ! 
For all my pains, he's gone I two meeting torrents 
Are not so merciless as their two rages : 
He never comes again. Wretched affection ! 
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Have I belied my faith, injur'd my goodness, jo 
Slander'd my honour for his preservation, J^H 
Having but only him, and yet no happier ? ^^H 
'Tis then a judgment plain ; truth's angry with me, ^^H 
In that I would abuse her sacred whiteness ^^H 
For any worldly temporal respect : ^^| 
Forgive me then, thou glorious woman's virtue, ^^H 
Admir'd where'er thy habitation is, ^^H 
Especially in us weak ones ! 0, forgive me, ^^H 
For 'lis thy vengeance this 1 To belie truth, ^^H 
Which is so hardly ours, with such pain purchas'd, 30^^ 
Fastings and prayers, continence and care, 
Misery must needs ensue. Let him not die 
u In that unchaste belief of hia false birth. 

And my disgrace ! whatever angel guides him, 

May this request be with my tears obtain'd. 

Let his soul know my honour is unslain'd !— {AsiJt. 

Run, seek away ! if there be any hope, 

Let me not lose him yet. [Exeunt Servants.] When I 

think on him, 
His dearness and his worth, it earns ' me more : 
They that know riches tremble to be poor. ^ 
My passion is not every woman's sorrow : 
She must be truly honest feels my grief, 
And only known to one ; if such there be, 
They know the sorrow that oppresseth me. {Exit 


1 Yarai. 



( "5 ) 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

Tk€ Roaring-School, 

Enter the Colonel's Friend,* Chough, Trimtram, Usher, 

and several Roarers. 

CoL's Fr. Truth, sir, I must needs blame you for a 
truant, having but one lesson read to you, and neglect 
so soon ; fie, I must see you once a-day at least 

Chough. Would I were whipt, tutor, if it were not 
long of my man Trimtram here I 

Trim. Who, of me ? 

Chough. Take't upon thee. Trim; I'll give thee five 
shillings, as I am a gentleman. 

Trim. Til see you whipt first: — well, I will too. — 
Faith, sir, I saw he was not perfect, and I was loath he 
should come before to shame himself. 1 1 

CoL's Fr. How? shame, sir ? is it a shame for scholars 
to learn? Sir, there are great scholars that are but 

1 "Old eds. ' tke ColomeFs Second'— f>. one of the gentlemen who 
attended the Colonel in the duel with Captain Ager ; and who (if I 
rightly nnderstand the last lines of this scene) has set up for a teacher 
of ' roaring ' during peace-time.**— Z>|v/. 

VOL. IV. P 
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slenderly read in our profession : sir, first it must be 
economical, then ecumenical : shame not to practise in 
the house how to perform in the field: the nail that is 
driven taices a little hold at the first stroke, but more at 
the second, and more at the third, but when 'tis home 
to the head, then 'tis firm. 

Chough. Faith, I have been driving it home to the 
head this two days. 21 

Tyim. I helped to hammer it in as well as I could 
too, sir, 

Col.'s Ft. Well, sir, 1 will hear you rehearse anon : 
meantime peruse the exemplary of my bills, and tell me 
in what language I shall roar a lecture to you ; or I'll 
read to you the mathematical science of roaring. 

Chough. Is it mathematical ? 

Col.'i Fr. O, sir, does not the winds roar, the sea 
roar, the welkin roar ? — indeed most things do roar by 
nature — and is not the knowledge of these things mathe- 
matical? 31 

Chough. Pray proceed, sir. 

Col.'s Fr. \readi!\ The names of tht languages, tht 
Sclavonian, Parthamenian, Bamuothian, Tyburnian, 
Wappinganian, or the modern Londonian : any man or 
woman that is desirous to roar in any of these languages, 
in a week they shall be perfect if they will take pains ; sc 
let 'em repair into Holborn to the sign of the Cheat-Loaf. 

Chough. Now your bill speaks of that I was wonder- 
ing a good while at, your sign ; the loaf looks very like 
bread, i'faith, but why is it called the Cheat-loaf? 41 

Col.'s Fr. This house was sometimes a baker's, sir, 
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that served the court, where the bread is called 

Trim. Ay, ay, 'twas a baker that cheated the court 
with bread. 

Col's Fr. Well, sir, choose your languages; and your 
lectures shall be read, between my usher and myself, for 
your better instruction, provided your conditions be per- 
formed in the premises beforesaid. 51 

Chough. Look you, sir, there's twenty pound in hand, 

and twenty more I am to pay when I am allowed a 

icient roarer. \Gives monty. 

Cel's Fr. You speak in good earnest, sir? 

Chough. Yes, faith do I : Trimirara shall be my 
witness. 

Trim. Yes, indeed, sir, twenty pound is very good 
earnest 59 

Ush. Sir, one thing I must tell you belongs to my 
place : you are the youngest scholar ; and till another 
comes under you, there is a certain garniih belongs to 
the school j for in our practice we grow to a quarrel ; 
then there must be wine ready to make all friends, for 
that's the end of roaring, 'tis valiant, but harmless ; and 
this charge is yours. 

Chough. With all my heart, i'faith, and I like it the 
better because no blood comes on it : who shall fetch ? 

FinI Roar.^ I'll be your spaniel, sir. 69 



le (eeond sotl was "used in (he hallf 
nliie oaGlic" (Harrison). See Halliwell's £>irA, whemhe passage 
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Col.'s Fr. Bid Vapour bring some tobacco too. 

Choygh. Do, and here's money for'L 

Ush. No, you shall not ; let me see the money : so 
\taJUi the moiity], I'll keep it, and discharge him aTter 
the combat. \^Exit First Roarer,] For your practice 
sake, you and your man shall roar him out on't — for 
indeed you must pay your debts so, for that's one of the 
main ends of loaring — and when you have left bim in a 
chafe, then I'll qualify the rascaL 

Chough. ConteaL — I'taith, Trim, we'll roar the rusty 
rascal out of his tobacco. go 

Trim. Ay, and he had the best craccus in London. 

Cat's Fr. Observe, sir, we could now roar in the 
Sclavonian language, but this practice hath been a little 
sublime, some hairsbreadth or so above your caput ; 1 
take il, for your use and understanding both, it were 
fitter for you to taste the modem assault, only the Lon- 
don ian roar. 

Chough. I'faith, sir, that's for my purpose, for I shall 
use all my roaring here in London : in Cornwall we are 
all for wrestling, and 1 do not mean to travel over sea 
to roar there. gi 

Col.'s Fr. Observe then, sir; — but it were necessary 
you took forth your tables' to note the most diflicull 
points for the better assistance of your memory. 

Chough. Nay, sir, my man and I keep two tables. 

Trim. Ay, sir, and as many trenchers, cats' meat and 
dogs' meat enough. 
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C&l.^s. Fr, Note, sir. — Dost thou confront my cyclops ? 
Ush, With a Briarean brousted. 
Chough, Cylcops. ^Writes, 

Trim, Briarean. \WrHes, 

Cal.^s Fr, I know thee and thy lineal pedigree. 102 
Ush, It is collateral, as Brutus and Posthumus. 
Trim, Brutus. \Writes. 

Chough, Posthumus. \Writes. 

CoL^s Fr, False as the face of Hecate ! thy sister 



isa- 



Ush, What is my sister, centaur ? 

CdJs Fr, I say thy sister is a bronstrops.^ 

U$h, A bronstrops ? no 

Chough, Tutor, tutor, ere you go any further, tell 
me the English of that ; what is a bronstrops, pray ? 

CoUs Fr, A bronstrops is in English a hippocrene. 

Chough, A hippocrene ; note it. Trim : I love to 
understand the English as I go. [ Writes, 

Trim, What's the English of hippocrene ? 

Chough, Why, bronstrops. 

Ush. Thou dost obtrect ^ my flesh and blood. 

ColJs Fr, Again I denounce, thy sister is a fructifer. 

Chough, What's that, tutor ? 



120 



^ Whether bronstrops is a cant word or an invention of Rowley's I 
caonot saj. In A Cure for a Cuckold (issued in 1661 as a woxic of 
Webster axid Rowley, though it bears few marks of Webster's hand) 
there appears to be an aUusion to the present play : — 

**P£U. rU tell you how he was served: this informer comes into 
Tnraboll Street to a victualling-bouse and there falls in league with a 



" Comp, A tweak or bronstrops : I learned that name in a play.'* 
' Slander. 




Col.'s Fr. That is in English a fucns o 
Chough. A minotaur. [ Wriki. 

Trim} A fucus. [ Writei. 

Vsk. I say thy mother is a caHicuC, a panagron, a 
duplar, and a sindicus. 

Col.'i Fr. Dislocate thy bladud I ' 

Ush. Biadud shall conjure, if his demons once appear. 

Re-enter First Roarer with wim, followed by Vapour 
with tobacd). 

Col's Fr. Advance thy respondency. 

Chough. Nay, good gentlemen,' do not fall out — A 
cup of wine quickly, Trinitram ! 130 

Ush. See, my steel hath a glister ! 

Chough. Pray wipe him, and put him up again, good 
usher. 

Ush. Sir, at your request I pull down the flag of 
defiance. 

Cel.'s Fr. Give me a bowl of wine, my fury shall be 
quenched : here, usher I [Drinks. 

Ush. I pledge thee in good friendship. [Drinis. 

Chough. I like the conclusion of roaring very well, 
i'faith. 140 

1 Ed. I ■' Ckau."-eA. > " Sm." 

' " i.t. 1 luppose. dtaw Ibjr sword. Tbe nply oT Ihc Uihcr, ' Bladud 
sKaU canjure.' Ac. seenu lo allude to ifae ttorj of King Bladad. wbo 
Miu famous for ' his craft of nygromancy : ' set Hirrvr/or idagittmla. 
i. 106, ed. Hailewood. and nole ihere^" — Dyit. Cf. Gabriel HsjvEy*! 
t^treii Suftren^atioit : — " As ii were with a flying Bladud aiiempiuif 
wondenrienLS id tiie air. or a Simon Magus experimcD'' -. -.r . 

from the top of (he Capitol" (Worlu, cd. Grouti, ii. 

■ Old eds, " genlleiDaii. " 
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Trim. It has an excellent conclusion indeed, if the 
wioe be good, always provided. 

Col's Fr. O, the wine must be always provided, be 
sure of that. 

Uih. Else you spoil tlie conclusion, and that you 
know crowns all. 

Chough. 'Tis much like wrestling, i'faith, for we shake 
hands ere we begin ; now that's to avoid the law, for 
then if he throw him a furlong into the ground, he can- 
not recover himself upon him, because 'iwas done in 
cold friendship, iS' 

Cff/.V Fr. I believe you, sir. 

Chough. And then we drink afterwards, just in this 
fashion : wrestling and roaring are as like as can be, 
i'faith, even like long sword and half pike. 

Col's Fr. Nay, they are reciprocal, if you mark it, 
for as there is a great roaring at wrestling, so there is a 
kind of wrestling and contention at roaring. 

Chough. True, i'faith, for I have heard 'em roar from 
the six windmills ^ to Islrngtou : those have been great 
falls then. iSi 

CeVs Fr. Come now, a brief rehearsal of your other 
day's lesson, betwixt your man and you, and then for 
to-day we break up school 

Chough. Come, Trimtram.— If I be out, tutor, I'll be 
bold to look in my tables, because I doubt I am scarce 
perfect. 

Col.'s Fr. Well, well, I will not gee smaU faults. 




meDlioDed by Stow and otbtrs. 
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Ckough. The wall I 

Trim. The wall of me ? to thy kennel, spaniel ! 170 

Chough. Wilt thou not yield precedency? 

Trim. To thee ? 1 know thee and thy brood. 

Chough. Knowest thou my brood ? I know thy brood 
too, thou art a rook. 

Trim. The nearer akin to the choughs ? 

Chough. The rooks akin to the choughs ? 

Ci^.'s Fr. Very well maintained ! 

Chough. Dungcoer, thou Hest ! 

Trim. Lie ? enucleate the kernel of thy scabbard. 

Chough. Now if I durst draw my sword, 'twere valiant, 
iTaith. tSi 

Col's Fr. Draw, draw, howsoever 1 

Chough. Have some wine ready to make us friends. 
I pray you. 

Trim. Chough, I will make thee fly and roar. 

Chough. I will roar if thou strikes! me. 

Col.'s Fr. So, 'lis enough ; now conclude in wine: I 
see you will prove an excellent practitioner : wondrous 
well performed on both sides ! 

Chough. Here, Trimtram, I drink to thee. ^Drinks. 

Trim. I'll pledge you in good friendship. 

Enttr Servant 
Serv. Is there not one master Chough here ? 
Ush. This is the gentleman, sir. 

Serv. My master, sir, your elected father-in-law, desires 
speedily to speak with you. 

Chough. Friend, I will follow thee: I would thou 
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hadst come a little sooner! thou shouldst have seen 
roaring sport, i'faith. 

Serv. Sir, I'll return that you are following. 199 

Chough, Do so [cJTxV Servant]. — I'll tell thee, tutor, I 
am to marry shortly ; but I will defer it a while till I 
can roar perfectly, that I may get the upper hand of my 
wife on the wedding-day; 'tmust be done at first or 
never. 

ICoL'i Fr. 'Twill serve you to good use in that, sir. 
Chough. How likest thou this, whiffler?' 

Vap. Very valiantly, i'faith, sir. 

Chough. Tush, thou shalt see more by and by, 

Vap. I can stay no longer indeed, sir : who pays me 
for my tobacco ? s'o 

Chmigh. How ? pay for tobacco ? away, ye sooty- 
mouthed piper! you rusty piece of Martlemas bacon, 
away ! 

Trim. Let nie give him a mark ^ for't. 

Chough, No, Trimtram, do not strike him; we'll only 
roar out a curse upon him. 

Trim. Well, do you begin then. 

Chough. May thy roll ' rot, and thy pudding drop in 
pieces, being sophisticated with filthy urine ! 

Trim. May sergeants dwell on either side of thee, to 
fright away ihy twopenny customers ! m 



) PoBer of lobacco, ( Whiglrr wns alio the name of the officer 1 
went before in u proceuion (0 cleai- the way.) 

* A pun ii of conne inlendcd. Mark was s coin worth iji. 41/. 
> Rail sad fmliiKg urcre wru o( tobacco. 
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Chough, And foi thy penny ones, let them suclt thee 
dry ! 

Trim. When thou art dead, mayest thou have no other 
sheets to be buried in but mouldy tobacco-leaves ! 

Chough. And no strawings to sliclt thy carcass but 
the bitter stalks ! 

Trim. Thy mourners all greasy tapsters ! 
Chough. With foul tobacco-pipes in their hats, instead 
of rotten rosemary ; ' and last of all, may my man and 
1 live to see all this performed, and to piss reeking even 
upon thy grave ! 131 

Trim. And last of ali for me, let thb epitaph be re- 
membered over thee : 

Here coldly now within is laid to rot 
A man that yesterday was piping hot ,■ 
Seme say he died by pudding, some by priek^ 
Others by roll ' and baU, some leaf; all stick 
Fast in censure,^ yet think U strange and rare. 
He Ih-'d by smoke, yet died for want of air : 140 
But then the surgeon said, when he beheld Aim, 
It was the burning of his pipe that kilPd him. 
Chough. So, are you paid now, whiffler? 
I'ap. All this is but smoke out of a stinking pipe. 
,^ Chough. So, so, pay him now, usher. 

[Vapoitr is paid by the Usher, and exit. 

> RoBcmafy vu worn al fanenb. See note a, vol. i. p, 9. 

> Puddina-frict was the name o( Ihe skewer wbich faslened the 
poddine-lMe. (Here, aod in the lul line oC the epitaph, iIk dtuili 
enleniirta sulfidenlly obvious.) 

» Kali, iall, fiiddiHg, ind ^(fl/^ were iorti of tobacctt, 
• Oplnioa. 
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CoVs JFr. Do not henceforth neglect your schooling, 
master Chough. 

Chough. Call me rook, if I do, tutor. 

Trim. And me raven, though my name be Trimtram. 

Chmtgii. Farewell, tutor. 250 

Trim. Farewell, usher. 

[Exeunt Chough and Trimtram. 

Cffl.'s Fr. Thus when the drum's unbrac'd, and 
trumpet[s] cease. 
Soldiers must get pay for to live in peace. \Exeunt 



SCENE 11. 
A Chamber in the Colonel'? House. 

The ^ Colonel discovered lying on a couchj several of his 
friends watching him : as the Surgeon is going out, 
tk€ Colonel's Sister enters. 

CoVs Sist. O my most worthy brother, thy hard fate 
'twas ! — 
Come hither, honest surgeon, and deal faithfully 
With a distressed virgin : what hope is there ? 

Surg. Hope ? chilis ^ was 'scap'd miraculously, lady. 

CoVs Sist. What's that, sir ? 

Surg. Cava vena : I care but little for his wound i' 

I The stage-direction in old eds. is " EnUr the CoUmtVs Sister, 
mteting the Surgeon, " 

* " Old eds. ' chillis.' ' Also out of the gibbosyte or bounch of the 
Uner there issueth a veyne called concaua or chilis,^ &c— Vigon's 
Warka of Ckirurgerie^ 1571, foL VL,^^^DjfCi. 
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th' cesophag,' not thus much, trust me ; but when they 
come to diaphragma once, the small intestines, or the 
spinal rnedul, or i' th' roots of the emunciories of the 
noble parts, then straight I fear a syncope ; ' the flanks 
retiring towards the back, the urine bloody, the excre- 
ments purulent, and the dolour pricking or pungent, la 

Col^s Sist. Alas, I'm ne'er the better for this answer ! 

Surg. Now I must tell you his principal dolour lies i' 
ih' region of the liver, and there's both inflamination 
and tumefaction ' feared ; marry, I made him a quadra[n]- 
gular plumation, where I used sanguis draconis, by my 
faith, with powders incarnative, which I tempered with 
oil of hypericon, and other liquors mundificative. 

Cal.'i Sist. Pox a' your mundies figatives ! I would 
they were all fired ! 2t 

Sur^. But I purpose, lady, to make another experi- 
ment at next dressing with a sarcoiic* medicament made 
of iris of Florence ; thus, mastic, calaphena, opoponax,* 
sacrocoUa ' 

Cc/.'s Sisi Sacro-halter ! what comfort is i' this to 
a poor gentlewoman P pray tell me in plain terms what 
you think of him. 

Surg. Marry, in plain terms I know not what to say 
to him : the wound, I can assure you, inclines to para- 
lism, and I find his body cacochymic: being then in 



• Old eds. "' sareolriclie." 

* Old eds. "apopanax." 

< SaicocoUa (a F^ui gam]. 
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fear of ferer and inflammation, I nourish him altogether 
with viands refrigerative, and give for potion the juice of 
savicola dissolved with water cerefolium : I could do no 
more, lady, if his best ginglymus ^ were dissevered. \Exit 

Col^s. SisL What thankless pains does the tongue 
often take 36 

To make the whole man most ridiculous ! 
1 come to him for comfort, and he tires me 
Worse than my sorrow : what a precious good 
May be delivered sweetly in few words ! 
And what a mount of nothing has he cast forth ! 
Alas, his strength decays ! [Aside,] — How cheer you, sir, 
My honoured brother ? 

Co/. In soul never better ; 
I feel an excellent health there, such a stoutness 
My invisible enemies ' fly me : seeing roe arm'd 
With penitence and forgiveness, they fall backward, 
Whether through admiration, not imagining 
There were such armoury in a soldier's soul 
As pardon and repentance, or through power 
Of ghostly valour. But I have been lord 50 

Of a more happy conquest in nine hours now 
Than in nine years before. — O kind lieutenants. 
This is the only war we should provide for ! 
Where he that forgives largest, and sighs strongest, 
Is a tried soldier, a true man indeed, 
And wins the best field, makes his own heart bleed. 
Read the last part of that will, sir. 57 

1 Oldeds. "Guiguimos." 
> Old eds. "enemy flies.** 
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Jnrst ' Fr. ef Col. \reads. ] / aiso rtquire at the hands 0/ 
my most beloved sister, wham I make full executrix, iHi 
disposure of my body in burial at Saint Martin's f tK 
Field i and to cause to be distributed to the poor of the same 
parish forty mark, and to the hospital of maimed soldiers 
a hundred: lastly, J give and bequeath to my kind, dear, 
and virtuous sister the full possession of my present estate 
in riches, whether it be in lands, leases, money, goods, plate, 
jewels, or what kind soetrr, upon this condition following, 
that she forthwith tender both herself and all these infeoff- 
ments to that noble captain, my late enemy, captatn Ager. 

Col's Sist. How, sir P 

Col. Read it again, sir ; let her hear it plain. 70 

Cel.'s Sist. Pray, spare your pains, sir ; 'tis too plain 
alread)-. — 
Good sir, how do you ? is your memory perfect ? 
This will makes question of you : I bestow'd 
So much grief and compassion a' your wound, 
I never look'd into your senses' epilepsy : 
The sickness and infirmity of your judgment 
Is to be doubted now more than your body's. 
Why, is your iove no dearer to me, sir, 
Than to dispose me so upon the man 
Whose fury is your body's present torment. 
The author of your danger? one I hate 
Beyond the bounds of malice. Do you not feel 
His wrath upon you ? I beseech you, sir, 
Alter that cruel article ! 



I Lieleteaaot reads. " 
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Ofl. Crndy sister ? — 
FoTgive me, natural lore, I must offend thee, 
Speaking to this woman. — Am I content, 
Having much kindred, yet to give thee all. 
Because in thee I'd raise my means to goodness, 
And canst thou prove so thankless to my bounty. 
To grudge my soul her peace ? is my intent 90 

To leave her rich, whose only desire is 
To send me poorer into the next world 
Than erer usurer went, or politic statist ? 
Is it so burdensome for thee to love 
Where I forgive ? O, wretched is the man 
That builds the last hopes of his saving comforts 
Upon a woman's charity ! he's most miserable : 
If it were possible, her obstinate will 
WiU pull him down in his midway to heaven. 
I've wrong'd that worthy man past recompense, - 100 
And in my anger robb'd him of fair fame ; 
And thou the fairest restitution art 
My life could yield him : if I knew a fairer, 
I'd set thee by and thy unwilling goodness. 
And never make my sacred peace of thee : 
But there's the cruelty of a fate debarr'd 
Thou art the last, and all, and thou art hard I 

Col's Sist Let your griev'd heart hold better thoughts 
of me; 
I will not prove so, sir ; but since you enforce it 
With such a strength of passion, I'll perform no 

What by your will you have enjoin'd me to, 
Though the world never show me joy again. 
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CoL O, this may be fair cunning for the time. 
To put me off, knowing I hold not long ; 
And when I look to have my joys accomplish'd, 
I shall find no such things : that were vild ^ cozenage, 
And not to be repented. 

CoL^s Sist By all the blessedness 
Truth and a good life looks for, I will do% sir ! 

CoL Comforts reward you for't whene'er you grieve ! 
I know if you dare swear, I may believe. lao 

\Exit Colonel's Sister. Scent clous. 



SCENE III. 
A Room in Lady Acer's House, 

Enter Captain Acer. 

Cap, Agcr, No sooner have I entrance i* this house 
now 
But all my joy falls from me, which was wont 
To be the sanctuary of my comforts : 
Methought I lov'd it with a reverent gladness, 
As holy men do consecrated temples 
P'or the saint's sake, which I believ'd my mother ; 
But proved a false faith since, a fearful heresy. 
O, who'd erect th* assurance of his joys 
Upon a woman's goodness ! whose best virtue 
Is to commit unseen, and highest secrecy 10 

To hide but her own sin ; there's their perfection : 

1 Vile. 
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And if she be so good, which many fail of too, 
When these are bad, how wondrous ill are they 1 
What comfort is't to fight, win this day's fame. 
When all my after-days are lamps of shame ? 



Enter Lady Acer. 

Lady Ager. Blessings be firm to me ! he's come, 'tis 

he ! {Aside. 

A surgeon speedily ! 

Cap, Ager. A surgeon ? why, madam ? 

Lady Ager. Perhaps you'll say 'tis but a little wound ; 
Good to prevent a danger : — quick, a surgeon I 

Cap. Ager. Why, madam? ao 

Lady Ager. Ay, ay, that's all the fault of valiant men, 
Theyll not be known a' their hurts till they're past help. 
And then too late they wish for't. 

Cap. Ager. Will you hear me ? 

Lady Ager. Tis no disparagement to confess a wound ; 
I'm glad, sir, 'tis no worse : — a surgeon quickly ! 

Cap. Ager. Madam 

Lady Ager. Come, come, sir, a wound's honourable, 
And never shames the wearer. 

Cap. Ager. By the justice 
I owe to honour, I came ofif untouch'd 1 

Ijady Ager. I'd rather believe that 

Cap. Ager. You believe truth so. 

Lady Ager. My tears prevail then. Welcome, welcome, 
sir, 30 

As peace and mercy to one new departed ! 

YOL. lY. Q 
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would you go though, and deceive me so, 

\ my abundant love took all the course 

might be to prevent it? I did that 

ly afftction's sake — goodness forgive me foi't ! — 

were my own life's safety put upon't, 

ther die than do't. Think how you us'd me then ; 

,-et would you go and hazard yourself too ! 

, but unkindly done. 

1*. Ager, What's ail this, madam? 

iy Ager. See, then, how rash you were and short in 

wisdom ! 40 
wrong my faith I did, slander'd my constancy, 
i my truth ; that which few mothers will, 
wer can, 1 did, out of true fear 
oving care, only to keep thee here. 
it. AgtT. I doubt I'm too quick of apprehension 

now, 
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Taught me to kneel and ask 'em, are not valuable 

With diis immaculate blessing of your truth : 

This is the palm to victory. 

The crown for all deserts past and to come ; 

Let 'em be numberless ; they are rewarded, 

Already they're rewarded. Bless this frame, 60 

I feel it much too weak to bear the joy on't [^Kfuels. 

Lady Ager. Rise, sir. 

Cap^ Ager. O, pardon me ! 
I cannot honour you too much, too long. 
I kneel not only to a mother now, 
Bnt to a woman that was never false : 
Ye're dear, and ye're good too ; I think a' that : 
What reverence does she merit ! 'tis fit such 
Should be distinguish'd from the prostrate sex ; 
And what distinction properer can be shown. 
Than honour done to her that keeps her own? 70 

Lady Ager. Come, sir, Fll have you rise. 

Cap. Ager. To do a deed, then, {^Rises. 

That shall for ever raise me. O my glory. 
Why, this, this is the quarrel that I look'd for 1 
The other ^ but a shift to hold time play. 
You sacred ministers of preservation, 
For heaven's sake send him life, 
And with it mighty health, and such a strength 
May equal but the cause 1 I wish no foul things : 
If life but glow in him, he shall know instantly 
That I'm resolved to call him to account for't. So 

1 Oldeds. "thetotker.*' 
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Were rot that remedy ordain'd for women, 

Their hearts would never hold three years together : 

And here she comes ; I never mark'd so much of her ; 



Enter Colonel's Sister. 

That face can be the mistress of no anger 

But I might very well endure a month, methinks. — 

I am the man ; speak, lady ; I'll stand fair. 

Col*t Sist. And I'm enjoin'd by vow to fall thus low, 
[Xna/s. 
And from the dying hand of a repentant 
Offer, for expiation of wrongs done you, 
Myself, and with myself all that was his. 
Which upon that condition was made mine, hq 

Being his soul's wish to depart absolute man, 
In life a soldier, death a Christian. 

Caf. Agtr. 0, heaven has touch'd him nobly ! how it 
shames 
My virtue's slow perfection ! Rise, dear brightness — 
I forget manners too — up, matchless sweetness ! 

CoL's Sist. I must not, sir ; there is not in my vow 
That liberty ; I must bo receiv'd first. 
Or all dented ; if either, I am free. 

Cap. Ager. He must be without soul should deny 
thee; 
And with that reverence I receive the gifl iso 

As it was sent me. [ffaius her.'\ Worthy Colonel, 
Has such a conquering way i' th' blest things I 
Whoever overcomes, he only wins. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV.' 

^ Slttii- anastof/um''*mtkim. 

Enter Captaik Albo, Meg, ani Priss. 

Hark of these hard-hearted bloodhounds ! these 
: are e'en u merciless as their dogs ; they knock 
woman's fame e'en as it walks the streets by 'em. 

And the CapUin here that should defend us 
.- like John of the apple-IofL* 
Atho. What for interjections, Priss, hent, coax, 
iX. tlie camifexcs ' scour their throats 1 thou 

t})ere is a curse hangs over their bloody heads ; 
■ there shall be more botchers' pricks burnt than 
[des besides. lo 
I do wonder how thou earnest to be a captain. 
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and whore is not mentioned amongst 'em, but the 
handsomest narrow-mouthed names they have for us, 
that some of them ma^ serve as well for a lady as for 
one of our occupation. si 

J^si. Prithee, patroness, let's go see a piece of that 
play ; if we shall have good words for our money, 'tis as 
much as we can deserve, i'faith. 

Meg. I doubt 'tis too late now; but another lime, 
servant. 

Cap. Alba. Let's go now, sweet face ; I am acquainted 
with one of the pantomimics ; the bulchins ' will use the 
Irish captain with respect, and you two shall be boxed 
amongst the better sort. 30 

rriss. Sirrah captain Albo, I doubt you are but white- 
livered ; look that you defend us vahantly, you know 
your penance else. — Patroness, you remember how you 
used him once ? 

Meg. Ay, servant, and 1 shall never forget it till I use 
him so again, — Do you remember, captain ? 

Caf. Albo. Mum, Meg ; I will not hear on't now. 

Meg. How I and my Amazons stiipt you as naked as 
an Indian 

Cap. A/bo. Why, Meg 40 

Afeg. And then how I bound you to the good 
behaviour in the open fields 

Priss. And then you strowed oats upon his hop- 
pers 

Cap. Aibo. Prithee, sweet face 
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rj. And then brought your ducks to nibble upon 

\'ou remember? 

. Albo. 0, the remembrance tortures me again 1 

re, good sweet face. 

■. Well, lead on, sir ; but hark a little. 50 

Enter Chough and Trimtram. 

Dgh, Didst thou bargain for the bladders with the 
:r. Trim ? 

m. Ay, sir, I have 'em here j I'll practise to swim 
r, and then I may roar with the water at London 
■ : he that roars by land and by water both is the 
1 roarer. 

•"gk. Well, I'll venture to swim too : if my father- 
yives me a good dowry with his daughter, I shall 
ip my head well enough. jj 
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Cap. Alho. Art thou military? art thou a soldier? 

Chough. A soldier ? no, I scorn to be so poor ; I am 
a roarer. 

Cap. Albo. A roarer ? 

Trim. Ay, sir, two roarers. 

Cap. Albo. Know, then, my fresh-water friends, that I 
am a captain. 

Chough. What, and have but two to serve under 
you? 

Cap. Albo. I am now retiring the field. 

Trim. You may see that by his bag and baggage. 80 

Chou^. Deliver up thy panagron to me. 

Trim. And give me thy sindicus. 

Cap. Albo. Deliver ? 

Meg. I pray you, captain, be contented ; the gentle- 
men seem to give us very good words. 

Chough. Good words? ay, if you could understand 
'em ; the words cost twenty pound. 

M^. What is your pleasure, gentlemen ? 

Choi^h, I would enucleate my fructifier. 

/Vuf. What says he, patroness ? 90 

Meg. He would enoculate : I understand the gentle- 
man very pithily. 

Cap. Albo. Speak, are you gentle or plebeian ? can you 
give arms ? * 

Chough. Arms? ay, sir; you shall feel our arms 
presently. 

Trim. 'Sault you the women ; I'll pepper him till he 

1 " Give arms " is an heraldic term = show armorial bearings. 
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stinks again : I perceive what countiyman he is ; let me 
alone with him. 

Cap. Albo. Darest thou charge a captain ? 100 

Trim. Yes, and discharge upon him too. 

Cap. Albo. Foh, 'tis poison to my country, the slave 
has eaten pippins ! O, shoot no more ! turn both thy 
broadsides rather than thy poop; 'tis foul play; my 
country breeds no poison.' I yield; the great O Toole' 
shall yield on these conditions. 

Chough. I have given one of 'em a fair fall. Trim. 

Trim. Then thus far we bring home conquesL— 
Follow me, captain ; the Cyclops doth command. 



■Gnal Moguls luidlonl, bolh tndks king,' Ac 

I1 was preGied lo (be linl edition of a poein by Taylor. 1631. Te lir 
Honour tf tht Noblt Caplaiit O TooU, which is repriniai in ihe water- 
poet's WorJu, 1630. In this iroaical paoegyric bis exploiu Kguiul ibe 
Iiiih rebels are celebrated : 

' Thou ihewdst Ihy seUe a doughty wighl at Dublin : 
When Irish Rebclls madly brought the (rouble in, 
At Baltimore, Kiosale, at Coike and Voghall,' Ac. 

But his own country wns not the only one in which O Toole fignred : 
be served as a volunteer, and displayed his courage and absurdities in 
various parts of Europe, The Ar/awmt lo Ihe poem just quoicd 
Informs us thai his ' Youth was dedicaled to Mars and his age la 
Westminster, which ancient Cillie is now hoaour'd wiih bis bdeucil 
Residance,' "—Oyti. 
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Chough. Follow me, tweaks,^ the centaur doth com- 
mand. ] 10 

Mtg, Anything, sweet gentlemen: wilPt please you 
to lead to the tavern, where well make all friends ? 

Trim. Why, now you come to the conclusion. 

Chai^h. Stay, Trim; I have heard your tweaks are 
like your mermaids, they have sweet voices to entice the 
passengers : let's have a song, and then we'll set *tm at 
liberty. 

Trim, In the commendation of roaring, not else, sir. 

Chough, hjy in the commendation of roaring. 

Meg, The best we can, gentlemen. 120 

[Sings f Triss Joining in chorus. 

Then here^thou shalt resign 

Both captain and commander ; 
That name was never thine, 

But apple-squire ^ and pander ; 
And henceforth wiU we grant y 

In pillage or in monies^ 
Jn clothing or provant? 

What^er we get by conies : 
With a honCy a hone, a hone. 

No cheaters nor decoys 1 30 

Shall have a share, but alone 

The bravest roaring boys. 



1 Punks. The word is frequently used by BrathwaiC 
« Sec note 3, p. 246. 
' Provcoder. 
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Wkatgerwegftbygulh 

Of country or of city, 
Oldftat-caps ' or young heirs. 

Or lav.yeri clerks so mitty ; 
By saHors newly landed, 

Toput ittfor fresh waters; 
By wandering goHder-mooHers,* 

Or muffled laie nigkt-walitrs. no 
With a home, &-c 
What^er tee get ty strangers. 

The Scotch, tie Dutch, or frith. 
Or, to cemt nearer home. 

By masters of the parish; 
It is concluded thus. 

By all and every wench. 
To tabe of all their coins. 

And pay 'em back in French, 
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Chough. Calumnious calicut ! 

Trim. And most singular sindicus ! 

Meg. We shall never be able to deserve these good 
' words at your hands, gentlemen. 

Cap. Albo. Shake golls ' with the captain ; he shall be 
thy valiant friend. 160 

Chough. Not yet, captain ; we must make an end of 
our roaring first 

Trim. We'll senfC 'em as we did the tobacco-man, 
lay a curse upon 'em ; marry, we'll lay it on gently, 
because they have used us so kindly, and then we'll 
shake golls together. 

Priss. As gently as you can, sweet gentlemen. 

Chough. For thee, O pander, mayst thou trudge till 
the damned soles of thy boots fleet into dirt, but never 
rise into air ! 170 

Trim. Next, mayst thou fleet so long from place to 
place, till thou best kicked out of Fleet Street ! 

Chough. As thou hast lived by bad flesh, so roRcn 
mutton be thy bane ! 

Trim. When thou art dead, may twenty whores follow 
thee, that thou mayst go a squire ' to thy grave ! 

Cap. Albo. Enough for me, sweet faces ; let me sleep 
in my grave. 

Chcugh. For thee, old sindicus, may I see thee ride ' 
in a carocb with two wheels, and drawn with one 
horse I iSi 

1 Cani ttnn for hand). 
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'rim. Ten beadles runniog by, instead of footmen 1 
'hougk. With every one a whip, 'stead of an Irish 

rim. Forty barbers' basins* sounding before, instead 

umpets! 

fff;. This will be comely indeed, sweet genilemen 

rim. Thy ruff starched yellow with rotten eggs \ 

'Jwug/t. And niayst thou (hen be drawn from Holbom 

lounsJow Heath ! 191 

'rim. And then be burnt to Colebrook, for destroy- 

of Maidenhead ! 

ffg. I will study to deserve this kindness at your 

Ja, gentlemen. 

hough. Now for thee, little fucus ; mayst thou first 

e out thy time as a tweak, and then become a bran- 

ps, as she is .' 
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Trim, May spiders only weave thy cobweb-lawn ! 

Chough, Mayst thoii set up in Rogue-lane 

Twim. Live till thou stinkest in Garden-alleys^—* 

Chough. And die sweetly in Tower-ditch ! 

J^s. I thank you for that, good sir roarer. 

Chough. Come, shall we go now. Trim? my father- 
in-law stays for me all this while. 

Trim. Nay, I'll serve 'em as we did the tobacco-man ; 
111 bury 'em altogether, and give 'em an epitaph. 210 

Chough. All together. Trim ? why, then, the epitaph 
will be accessary to the sin, 

[Tniivi.] Alas, he has kept ^ the door all his life-time ! 
for pity, let 'em lie together in their graves. 

Cap. Alho. E'en as thou wilt. Trim, and I thank you 
^X>f sir. 

Trim. He that the reason would know^ lei him hark^ 
Why these thru • were buried near Mary bone Park ; 
These three were a pander, a bawd, and a whore, 
TheU suckd many dry to the bones before. 220 

IViliyou know how they IHfdt her^t may be read ; 
Jlu Low Countries did ever find ^em bread ; 
TTuy lidd by Flushing, by Sluys, and the Groyne, 
Sickened in France, and died under the Line. 
Three letters at last commended *em hither, 
But the haugpuin broke one in putting together: 
P was the first, who cries out for a pardon, 
O craves his book, yet could not read such a hard one. 



1 «.«. has been a pander. 
s Old eds. *' two." 
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-V wiu the last, -which in conjunction 

t broke by Brandon / ' and her^s the conclusisn : 130 

three trees, three letters, these three, pander, bawd, 

■U'hore, 
■! stink below ground, itunk long above before. 
hough. So, now we have done with you ; remember 
mg boys. 

'rim. Farewell, centaur ! 
'hough. Farewell, bronstrops ! 
rim. Farewell, fucus ! 

[Exeunt Chouch and Trimtrail 
ap. Albo. Well, Meg, I will learn to roar, and still 
itain the name of captain over these lance-prcsa- 
;.» up 
feg. If thou dost not, mayst thou be buried under 
roaring curse ! \Extnnt. 


■ 
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ACT V. 



SCENE I. 

A Room in Russell's House, 

Enter Physician and Jane dressed as a Bride, 

Phy, Will you be obstinate ? 

Jane, Torment me not, 
Thou lingering executioner to death, 
Greatest disease to nature, that striv'st by art 
To make men long a-d3ring ! your practice is 
Upon men's bodies ; as men pull roses 
For their own relish, but to kill the flower, 
So you maintain your lives by others' deaths : 
What eat you then but ^ carrion ? 

Phy. Fie, bitterness ! 
Ye'd need to candy o'er your tongue a little. 
Your words will hardly be digested else. 

Jane, You can give yourself a vomit to return 'em, 
If they offend your stomach. 

Phy, Hear my vow ; 
You are ^ to be married to-day 



10 



1 Old eds. " by." 

* Ed. z6aa has <' F<w that ofv." &c. 
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Enter Trimtram 7fith rosemary} 

This is the bridegroom's man. — Hark, sir, a word. 

Trim. 'Tis a busy day, sir, nor I need no physic ; 
Vou see I scour about my business. 

Fhy. Pray you, a word, sir: your master is to be 
married to-day? 41 

Trim. Else all this rosemary's lost 

Fhy. I would speak with your master, sir. 

Trim. My master, sir, is to be married this morning, 
and cannot be within while ^ soon at night. 

Phy. If you will do your master the best service 
That e'er you did him ; if he shall not curse 
Your negligence hereafter slacking it ; 
If he shall bless me for the dearest friend 
That ever his acquaintance met withal ; 50 

Let me speak with him ere he go to church. 

Trim. A right physician ! you would have none go to 
the church nor churchyard till you send them thither : 
well, if death do not spare you yourselves, he deals hardly 
with you, for you are belter benefactors and send more 
to him than all diseases besides. 

Chough \it'iihiri.'\ What, Trimtram, Trimtram ! 

Trim. I come, sir. — Hark you, you may bear him ! 
he's upon the spur, and would fain mount the saddle of 
matrimony ; but, if I can, I'll persuade him to come to 
you. 61 



< Rosemaiy was used at vreddinES. See note 
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Your biide, that may be, has not that portion 
That a bride should have. 

Chough. Why, sir, she has a thousand and a better 

Phy. I do not speak of rubbish, dross, and ore, 
But the relin&d raetal, honour, sir. 90 

Chough. What she wants in honour shall be made up 
in worship, sir ; money will purchase both. 

Phy. To be plain with you, she's naught. 

Chough. If thou canst not roar, thou'n a dead man ! 
my bride naught ? [Drawing his sword. 

Phy. Sir, I do tsot fear you thai way ; what I speak 
[Dra-wing his sword. 
My life shall maintain ; I say she is naught, 

Chough. Dost thou not fear me ? 

Phy. Indeed I do not, sir. 

Chough. I'll never draw upon thee while I live for 
that trick ; put up and speak freely. loo 

Phy. Your intended bride is a whore ; that's freely, 
sir. 

Chough. Yes, faith, a whore's free enough, and ' she 
hath a conscience : is she a whore P foot, I warrant she 
has the pox then. 

Phy. Worse, the plague ; 'tis more incurable. 

Chough. A plaguy whore ? a pox on her, I'll none of 
hei! 

Phy. Mine accusation shall have firm evidence ; 



A 
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:oduce an unavoided witness, ' 

rd of her bearing. 

.'A, A bastard? 'snails, there's great suspicion 

ivhore then ! I'll wrestle a fall with her father for 

this trick upon me, as I am a gentleman, i u 

(iood sir, mislake me not ; I do not speak 

k the contract of united hearts ; 

:it pull that curse upon my head, 

irate the husband and the wife; 

., in love, I thought fit to reveal, 

Jue office betwixt man and man, 

ill might not be ignorant of your ills. 

T now of my premonishment ik> 

self shall please. 

;,7i. I'll bum all the rosemary to sweeten the 

or, in my conscience, 'tis infected : has she drunk 

? ' if she would piss me wine-vinegar now nine 
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Chough, What's the word ? * what says Bretnor ? * 

Trim, The word is, sir, Theris a hole in her coat. 

Chough, I thought so; the physician agrees with him ; 
ril not marry to-day. 

Trim, I pray you, sir ; there will be charges for new 
rosemary else ; this will be withered by to-morrow. 

Chough, Make a bonfire on't, to sweeten Rosemary- 
lane : prithee, Trim, entreat my father-in-law that might 
have been, to come and speak with me. 140 

Trim, The bride cries already and looks t'other way ; 
and you be so backward too, we shall have a fine arse- 
ward wedding on't \Exit, 

Chough, Youll stand to your words, sir ? 

Phy, ril not fly the house, sir ; 
When you have need, call me to evidence. 

Chough, If you'll prove she has borne a bastard, I'll 
stand to't she's a whore. \Exit Physician. 

Enter Russell and Trimtram. 

Rus, Why, how now, son ? what causeth these delays ? 
All stay for your leading. 
Chough, Came I from the Mount to be confronted ? 
Rus, How's that, sir ? 151 

Chough, Canst thou roar, old man ? 
Rus, Roar ? how mean you, sir ? 



* Motto. 

' A Camous almanac-maker and conjuror. He is mentioned in Jon- 
son's Dtvil is an Ass, i. 2. 
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ugh. Why, then, I'U tell thee plainly, ihy daughter 

on strops. 

. A bronslrops? what's that, sir? 
w. Sir, if she be so, she is a hippocrcnt 
u-;k. Nay, worse, she is a fructifer. 
';, Nay, then, she is a fucus, a minotaur, and a 
160 
. Pray, you, speak to my understanding, sir. 
ugh. If thou wilt have it in plain terms, she is a 
I and a panagron. 

■'(. Nay, then, she is a duplar and a sindicus. 
, Good, sir, speak English to me. 
ugh. All this is Cornish to thee; I say thy daughter 
link bastard ' in her time. 

. Bastard? you do not mean to make her a 
whore ? 
ugh. Yes, but I do, if she make a fool of me ; 
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Chough. Or at Wookey-Hole ' in Somersetshire. 180 

Trim. Or at the Hanging-stones in Wiltshire. 

Chough. Or at Maidenhead in Berkshire : and did I 
conae in by Maidenhead to go out by Staines ? O, that 
man, woman, or child, would wrestle with me for a pound 
of patience ! 

Jius. Some thief has put in poison at your ears. 
To steal the good name of my child from me ; 
Or if it be a malice of your own. 
Be sure I will enforce a proof from you. 

Chough. He's a goose and a woodcock that says 190 
I will not prove any word that I speak. 

Trim. Ay, either goose or woodcock ; he shall, sir, 
with any man. 

Chough. Phy-si-ci-an ! mauz avez ^ physician \ 

Jius. Is he the author ? 

Re-enter Physician. 

J'hy. Sir, with much sorrow for your sorrow's sake, 
I must deliver this most certain truth; 
Your daughter ts an honour-stained bride, 
Indeed she is the mother to a child 
Before the lawful wife unto a husband. 100 

Chough. La, that's worse than I told thee ; I said she 
had borne a bastard, and he says she was the mother 
on't too. 

Jius, I'm yet an in&del against all this, 
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■ill believe the sun is made of brass, 

ars of amber 

righ. And the moon of a Holland cheese. 
. Rather than this impossibility, 
c she comes. 

Re-enter Jane with Anne, 
ome, daughter, stand at the bar of shame ; jio 
now quit thyself, or kill me ever : 
narriage-day is spgil'd, if all be true. 
■. A happy misery ! who's my accuser? 
. I am, that knows it true I speak. 
ugh. Yes, and I'm his witness. 
',. And I. 
ii)^/i. And I again. 
'J. And I again too ; there's four, that's enough, I 
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Arme. Are you not mad 
To do this office? fie upon your malice ! 

Pky. I'll presently produce both nurse and child. 
Whose very eyes shall call her mother before it speaks. 
\Exit. 

Chough. Ha, ha, ha, ha! by my troth, I'd spend a 
shilling on that condition to hear that : I think in my 
conscience I shall take the physician in a lie ; if the child 
call her mother before it can speak, I'll never wrestle 
while I live again. 240 

Trim. It must be a she child, if it do, sir; and those 
speak the soonest of any living creatures, they say. 

Chough. Baw, waw ! a dog will bark a month sooner ; 
he's a very puppy else. 

Rus. Come, tell truth 'twixt ourselves ; here's none 
but friends ; 
One spot a father's love will soon wipe off; 
The truth, and the[reb]y try my love abundant; 
I'll cover it with all the care I have, 
And yet, perhap.s, make up a marriage-day. 

Jane. Then it's true, sir, I have a ' child. 

Rus. Hast thou ? 150 

Well, wipe thine eyes ; I'm a grandfather then. 
If all bastards were banish'd, the ctty would be thin 
In the thickest term-time. Well, now let me alone, 
ni try my wits for thee. — Richard, Francis, Andrew 1 
I None of my knaves within ? 

So ed. i6aa. Nol in firsi ed. 
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EnUr Servant. 

Here's one of 'em, sir : the guests cooie in apace. 
, Do they, Dick ? let 'em have wine and sugar ; 
le for 'em presently ; but hark, Dick. 

[ WhUpers Servant 
■ugh. I long to hear this child speak, i'failh. Trim ; 
Id this foolish physician would come once. igo 
in. ir it calls her mother, I hope it shall never cal! 
.Iher. 

•ugh. No ; and it do, I'll whip il, i'faith, and give 
jave to whip me. 
r. Run on thy best legs, Dick. 

Ill be here in a twinkling, sir. \Exit. 

f-cnttr Physician wilh Dutch Nurse and Child 
' Now, gentlemen, believe your eyes, if not 
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This much confirms it ; you have defamed jgo 

Mine honest daughter ; I'll have you punished for't. 
Besides the civil penance of your sin, 
And keeping of your bastard. 

Phy. This is fine ! 
Ail your wit and wealth must not thus cany it. 

Rus. Sir Chough, a word with you. 

Chough. I'll not have her, i'faith, sir; if Triratram 
will have her, and he will, let him. 

Trim. Who, I, sir ? I scorn it : if you'll have her, 
I'll have her too ; I'll do as you do, and no otherwise. 

Rus. I do not mean't to either ; this only, sir, 290 
That whatsoe'er you've seen, you would be silent; 
Hinder not my child of another husband, 
Though you forsake her. 

Chough. I'll not speak a word, i'faith. 

Rus. As you are a gentleman ? 

Chough. By these basket-hilts, as I am a youth, a 
gendeman, a roarer. 

Rus. Charm your man, I beseech you, loo. 

Chough. I warrant you, sir, he shall do nothing but 
what I do before him, 300 

Hus. I shall most dearly thank you. — 

Rt-enUr Servant with Fitzallen. 

O, are you come ? 
Welcome, son-in-law ! this was beyond your hope : 
We old men have pretty conceits sometimes ; 
Your wedding-Jay's prepar'd, and this is it ; 
How thinlc you of it P 
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.s of the joyfuliest 

■ welcom'd me ! you show yourself now 

to all kind fathers.— My sweetest Jane ! 

our captivity I meant but as sauce 

r wedding-dinner; now I'm sure 

ore welcome in this short restraint 310 

it freely come, 
. thousandfold. 

like this well. [Aside. 
. I have not the heart to see this gentleman 
; I will reveal ; I make it mine own case ; 'tis 

Remember you have sworn by your hUts. 

. I'll break my hilts rather than conceal: I 

ick ; do ihou follow me ; I will reveal it, and 

eak it neither. 

Tis my duty to follow you, sir. 320 
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Trim \sing5,'\ Ld not fond love with foretops so rebuke 
us, 

Rus. Good sir 329 

Chough \sings,'\ Behold a baby of this maid^s begetting. 

Trim, [sings.^ A deed of darkness after the sunset ting, 

Rus, Your oath, sir ! 

Chot^h \singsl\ I swear and sing thy bride has taken 
physic. 

Trim, Isings."] This was the doctor cui^d Iter of that 
phthisic. 

Chough \sings,'\ IfyotiU belieife me^ 1 will say no more. 

Trim, \sings.'\ Thy brides a tweak, as we do say that 
roar. 

Chough, Bear witness, gentlemen, I have not spoke a 
word ; my hilts are whole still. 

Jntz, This is a sweet epithalamium 
Unto the marriage-bed, a musical, 340 

Harmonious 15 ! Sir, you have wrong'd me, 
And basely wrong'd me ! was this your cunning fetch, 
To fetch me out of prison, for ever to marry me 
Unto a strumpet ? 

Rus, None of those words, good sir ; 
'Tis but a fault, and 'tis a sweet one too. 
Come, sir, your means is short ; lengthen your fortunes 
With a fair proffer : 111 put a thousand pieces 
Into the scale, to^help her to weigh it up. 
Above the first dowry. 

Fitz, Ha ? you say well ; 
Shame may be bought out at a dear rate ; 350 

A thousand pieces added to her dowry ! 
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, There's five hundred of 'em to make the bar- 
gain ; \Ghts money. 

3rthy guests comitig, and would not delude 'em ; 

leak like a son to me. 

. Your blessing, sir; 

; both yours :— witness, gentlemen, 

must be made up a thousand pieces, 
to a first thousand for her dowry, 

her that child. 

. 0, is it out now ? 

ugh. For t'other thousand, I'll do't myself yet. 

w. Or 1, if my master will. 360 

. The bargain's made, sir ; I have the lender 

ossession both, and will keep my purchase. 

ugh. Take her e'en to you with all her moveables ; 

ar my bachelor's buttons still. 

n. So will I, i'faith ; they are the best flowers in 
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Trim. I'll lay my life on't too, 'twas there. 

Fit^ Somewhere it was, sir. 

JPtti. Was't so, i'failh, son ? 
Jant. And that I roust have teveal'd to you, sir. 
Ere I had gone to church with this fair groom ; 
But, thank this gentleman, he prevented^ me. — 
I am much bound unto your malice, sir. 

Phy. I am asham'd. 

Jane. Shame to amendment then. 

Rtu. Nowget you logetherfor a couple of cunning ones ! 
But, son, a word ; the latter thousand pieces 
Is now more than [the] bargain. 

Fitt. No, by my faith, sir, 
Here's witness enough on it ; it must serre 
To pay my fees, imprisonment is costly. 

Chough. By my troth, the old man has gulled himself 
finely ! Well, sir, I'll bid myself a guest, though not a 
groom ; I'll dine, and dance, and roai at the wedding 
for all this. 390 

Trim. So will I, sir, if my master does. 

Rus. Well, sir, you're welcome : but now no more 

Till we be set at dinner, for there will mirth 
Be the most useful for digestion : 
See, my best guests are coming. 

EtUer Lady Acer, Colonel's Sister, Captain Acbk, 

his two Friends, and Surgeon. 
Cap. Ager. Recover'd, sayst thou ? 

1 Antlcip&tcd. 
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Surg. May I be «cduded quite out of Surgeons' Hall 
else I marry, I must tell you the wound was fain to be 
twice corroded ; 'twas a plain gaslrolophe,' and a deep 
one; bm 1 closed the lips on't wUh bandages and 
sutures,* which is a kind^ conjunction of the parts 
separated against the coarse of nature. 401 

Cap. Ager. Well, sir, he is weiL 

Surg. I feared him, I assure you, captain ; before the 
suture in the belly, it grew almost to a convulsion, and 
there was like to be a bloody issue from the hallow 
vessels of iht kidneys. 

Cap. Ager. There's that, to thank thy news and thy 
art together. \<iivei Aim money. 

Surg. And if your worship at any time stand in need 
of incision, if it be your fortune to light into my hands, 
III give you the besL 4,0 

Cap. Ager. Uncle, the noble Colonel's recovered. 

Xu!. Recover'd? 
Then honour is not dead in all parts, coz. 

Suter Colonel and two FTicD<l& 
Firtl Fr. of Cap. Behold him yonder, sir. 
Cap. Ager. My much unwortiiiness 
Is now found out ; thou'st not a face to lil it. 
First Fr. of Col. Sir, yonder's captain Ager, 
Ctl. O lieutenant, 



' " Probably a mUpriiil lor ' gutroraphe . ' sec the quoutioa from 
Sharp's Surgiry in Todd's Jotuuoa'i Dtct. 1, Gastnrafkjr. "—Hytt, 
* Oldtds. "wrteures." 
*_'BA. l6aa "ItindiA.- 
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e wrong I've done his fame puts me to silence ; 
Shame so confounds me, tha.t I dare not see him. 

Cap. Ager. 1 never knew how poor my deserts were 
Till he appear'd ; no way to give requital ! 
Here shame me lastingly, do't with his own ; 420 

Return this to him ; tell him I have riches 
In that abundance in his sister's love. 
These come but to oppress me, and confcund 
All my deservings everlastingly ; 
I never shall requite my wealth in her, say. 

[Giving will to his Friend, who delivers it te 
the Colonel. 
How soon from virtue and an honour'd spirit 
May man receive what he may never merit ! 

Col. This comes most happily, to express me better ; 
For since this will was made, there fell to me 
The manor of Fitzdale ; give him that loo ; 430 

[Returning will with other papers. 
He's like to have charge, 
There's fair hope of my sister's fruitfulness : 
For me, I never mean to change my mistress. 
And war is able to maintain her servant. 

First Fr. of Cap. Read there ; a fair increase, sir, by 
my faith ; 
He has sent it back, sir, with new additions. 

Cap. Ager. How miserable he makes me I this en- 
forces me 
To break through all the passages of shame. 
And headlong fall 

C^. Into my arms, dear worthy I 
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Apr. You have a goodness 440 
; me past my answers ; you may spealt 
3u please now, I must be silent ever. 
This day has shown me joy's unvalued ' treasure ; 
not change this btoiherhood with a mODarch ; 
ich blest alliance sacted heaven 
ic'd my kinsman, and given him his ends: 
that quarrel makes such happy friends 1 

\Exeuiif omnts. 
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A Wowtans. A Comedy^ By Tko. Middldon^ dni, L&ndm: 
Printed for Humphrtv Moseley, at the Princds Arms in St, Pauls 
Churchyard, 1657. ovo. — This comedy is usually found appended 
to the Two New Playes^ &c., of the same date. 
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PROLOGUK 

How is't possible to suffice 

So many cars, so many eyes ? 

Some in wit, some in shows 

Take delight, and some in clothes : 

Some for mirth they chiefly come, 

Some for passion,' — for both some ; 

Some for lascivious meetings, that's their arrant ; 

Some to detract, and ignorance their warrant. 

How is't possible to please 

Opinion toss'd in such wild seas? lo 

Yet I doubt not,, if attention 

Seize you above, and apprehension 

Vou below, to take things quickly, 

Wc shall both make you sad and tickle ye. 
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Before Sir Oliver Twilight's House. 
Enter Philip Twilight and Savoubwit. 

PhiL I'm at my wit's ends, Savourwit. 

Sae. And I 
Am even following after you as fast 
Aj I can, sir. 

Phil. My wife will be forc'd from me. 
My pleasure ! 

Sao. Talk no more on't, sir ; how can there 
Be any hope i' the middle, when we're both 
At our wit's end in the beginning? my invention 
Was ne'er so gravell'd since I 6rst set out upon't, 

Phil. Nor does my stop stick only in this wheel, 
Though't be a main vexation ; but I'm grated 
In a dear, absolute friend, young master Sandfield n 

Sav. Ay, there's another rub too ! 

Phil. Who supposes 
That I make love to his affected mistress,' 



" His iRecled mutteu"=the n 
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s my father works against the peace 
our spirits, and wooes unknown to me: 
es out sparks of undeservfed anger 
Id steel friendship and new stony hale ; 
L forgetful of the merry hours 
uits of our youth hath spent and wom, 
y liad not been, or we not born. 
See where he comes.' 

Enter Sandfield. 

Unmerciful in torment ! jo 
; disease never forsake mine eye? 
It must be kill'd first, if It grow so painful ; 
out strongly at one time, that th' anguish 
.-er more come near thy precious sight, 
cmal sleep will give thee rest, 
> mine eyes with opening of my breast 
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Sand. Not in thy father ? 
Phil. How much is truth abus'd 
When 'tis kept silent ! defend me, friendship ! 

Sav, True,' your anger's in an error all this while, 

But that a lover's weapon ne'er'' hears reason, 

'Tis out still, Hke a madman's ; hear but me, sir ; 

'Tis my young master's injury, not yours, 40 

That you quarrel with him for ; and this shows 

As if you'd challenge a lame man the field, 

And cut ofPs head, because he has lost his legs : 

His grief makes him dead flesh, as it appear'd 

By offering up his breast to you ; for, believe it, sir, 

Had he not greater crosses of his own, 

Your hilts could not cross him 

Sand. How! 

Sav. Not your hilts, sir. 
Come, I must have you friends ; a pox of weapons I 
There's a whore gapes for't; put it up i' the scabbard. 

Sand, \sheathing his sword.^ Thou'rt a mad slave ! 

&». Come, give me both your hands, 50 

You're in a quagmire both ; should I release you now. 
Your wits would both come home in a stinking pickle ; 
Your father's old nose would smell you out presently. 

Phil. Tell him the secret, which no mortal knows 
But thou and I ; and then he will confess 
How much he wrong'd the patience of his friend. 
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Stru. Then thus the marigold opens at the Eplendoui 
Of a hoi, constant friendship 'twixt yon both. 
'Tis not unknown to your ear, some ten years since, 
My mistress, his good mother, with a daughter 60 

About the age of six, crossing to Guernsey, 
Was taken by the Dunkirks,' sold both, and sepaiUed, 
As the last news brings hot, — the first and last 
So much discovered ; for in nine years' space 
No certain tidings of tlicir life or death. 
Or what place held 'em, earth, the sea, or heaven. 
Came to the old man's ears, the knight my matter. 
Till about five months since a letter came. 
Sent from the mother, which related all 
Their taking, selling, separation, 70 

And never meeting; and withal requir'd 
Six hundred crowns for ransom ; which my old master 
No sooner heard the sound, but told the snm. 
Gave him ' the gold, and sent us both abroad : 
We landing by the way — having a care 
To lighten us of our carriage, because gold 
Is such a heavy metal — eas'd our pockets 
In wenches' aprons : women were made to bear. 
But for us gentlemen 'tis most unkindly.* 

Sand. Well, sir? 

Phil. A pure rogue still 1 



' Privateers from Dankitlc Cf. Second fart at Tit Hanttt Witrt, 
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Sav. Amongst the rest, sir, So 

Twas my young master's chance there lo doat finely 
Upon a sweet young gentlewoman, but one 
That would not sell her honour for the Indies, 
Till a priest struck the bargain, and then half 
A crown despatch'd it; 
To be brief, wedded her and bedded her, 
Brought her home hither to her father's house, 
And, with a fair tale of mine own bringing up. 
She passes for his sister that was sold. 

Sand. Let me not lose myself in wondering at thee ! 
But how made you your score even for the mother ? 91 

Smi, Pish, easily \ we told him how her fortunes 
Mook'd us as they mock'd her; when we were o' the 

She was o' the land ; and, as report was given. 
When we were landed, she was gone to heaven, 
So he believes two lies one error bred, 
The daughter ransom'd, and the mother dead. 

Sand. Let me admire thee, and withal confess 
My injuries to friendship I 

PhU. They're all pardon'd : 
These are the arms I bore against my friend. joo 

Sou. But what's all this to the present ? this discourse 
Leaves you i' the bog still 

Phil. On, good Savourwit. 

Sav. For yet our policy has cross'd ourselves ; 
For the old knave, my master, little thinking her 
Wife to his SOD, but his own daughter still, 
Seeks out a match for her 
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Phil. Here I feel the surgeon 
At second dressing. 

Sav. And has entertaio'd, 
Even for pure need, for fear the glass should crack 
That is already broken but well solder'd, 
A mere sot for her suitor, a rank fox, ■ 

One Weatherwise, that wooes by the almanac, 
Observes the full and change, an arrant moon-calf; ' 
And yet, because the fool demands no portion 
But the bare dower' of her smock, the old fellow, 
Worn to the bone with a dry, covetous * itch. 
To save his purse, and yet bestow his child. 
Consents to waste [her on] lumps of almanac-stuff 
Kncd with May-butter.' Now, as I have thought on't, 
I'll spoil him in the, baking. 

Sand. Prithee, as how, sirrah ? 

Sav. I'll give him such acrack in one o''the sides, la 
He shall quite run out of my master's favour. 

Phil. 1 should but too much love thee for ihaL 

Sro. Thus, then, 
To help you both at once, and so good night to you : 
After my wit has shipp'd away the fool. 
As he shall part, I'll buzz into the ear 



1 OrigiDallTa ralsecoDception, aaimperfedly.fonDed foems. Hence 
the lerm li appllrd lo a. lumpish penon. 

* Old ed. "down," ' Old ed. ■ ■ eonneoos." 

* " ' If during the monelh of Mny before you mU yoiit buitcr you 
Mue a lumpc thereof, and put it into a "euell, and ta sel il inio Che 
Sun the ipace of that moneth, you shall finde il eiceeding souenisne 
•nd medicinable for wounds, slninei, aches, and such like giiennoei.' 
— G, Maikbiun'* Engluh Hoviwifi, p. 199. ed. 1637."— ZJjwt 
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Of my old master, that you, sir, master Sandfield, 

Dearly affect his daughter, and will take her 

With little or no portion ; well stood out in't ; 

Methinks I see him caper at that r 

And in the full cry, O ! This brought about 130 

And wittily dissembled on both parts — 

You to affect his love, he to love yours — 

Til so beguile the father at the marriage, 

That each shall have his own ; and both being welcom'd 

And cbamber'd in one house, — as 'tis his pride 

To have his children's children got successively 

On his forefathers' feather-beds, — in the daytimes. 

To please the old man's eyesight, you may dally, 

And set a kiss on the wrong lip — no sin in't, 

Brothers and sisters do't, cousins do more ; 140 

But, pray, take heed you be not kin to them : 

So in the night-time nothing can deceive you. 

Let each know his own work ; and there I leave you. 

Sand. Let me applaud thee ! 

Phil. Blest be all thy ends 
That mak'st arm'd enemies embracing friends ! 
About it speedily. \^Exil with Sandfield. 

Sav. I need no pricking ; 
I'm of that mettle, so well pac'd and free. 
There's no good riders that use spur to me. 

EnUr Gkace. 
O, are you come ? 

Graa. Are any comforts coming? 

Sav. I never go without 'cm. ijo 

VOL. IV. T 
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Thou sportest joys that utterance cannot per- 
-ci. 
-I:irk. are ihey risen? 

Yes, long before I kft 'era ; 
intend lo bring the widow homeward. 
Depart then, mistress, to avoid suspect ; 
d shall arrive time enough at your heart. 

{Exit Grace. 
Is, that evermore take a green surfeit 
rst fruits of joys ! Let a man but shake the tree. 
>n they'll hold up their laps to receive comfort 1 
iic that I struck made her soul dance- — 

i6a 

,ADY GOLDENFLEECE With Sir GiLBEKT LaMB- 

NE, Pepperton, and Overdone; after Ifum. 
Oliver Twilight and Sunset, with Grace 
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Sir G. Lamb. We'll see the widow at home, it shall 
be our charge that. 

L. Gold. .It shall be so iDcleed. 
Thanks, good sir Oliver ; and to you both 
I am indebted for those courtesies 
That will ask me a long time to requite. 

Sir O. Ttvi. Ah, 'tis but your pleasant condition ' to 
give it out so, madam. 

L. Gold, Mistress Grace and mistress Jane, I wish you 
both 
A fair conlented fortune in your choices, 
And that you happen right. 

, ' !■ Thanks to you, good madam. 180 

Grace. There's more in that word right than you 
imagine. \Asidt. 

L. Gold. I now repent, girls, a rash oath I took, 
When you were both infants, to conceal a secret 

Grace. What does't concern, good madam ? 

L. Gold. No, no ; 
Since you are both so well, 'tis well enough ; 
It must not be reveal'd ; 'tis row no more 
Than like mistaking of one hand for t'other : 
A happy time to you both ! 

, ' \ The like to you, madam ! 
Jant. J ^ 

Graa. I shall long much lo have this riddle open'd. 

\Asid€. 
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I would you vere so kind to my poor kins- 

oman, 190 

distressed gentleman her husband, 

iter Low-water, who on niin leans; 

p this secret as yoii keep his means. \^Aside. 

^ld.\ Thanks, good sir Oliver TwUight ?— wel- 

ister Pepperton ; — master Overdone, welcome. 

\Ex(unt all except Sir Oliver Twilight and 
Savourwit. 

Tivi. And goes the business well 'iwixt those 
3ung lovers ? 
jetwixt your son and master Sunset's daughter 

goes even, sir. 

7^'/. Good lad, I like thee. 
Jut, sir, there's no proportion, height, or evcn- 
sss, 
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Is no such cheap ware as you make account on, 210 
That it had need with portion be set off. 
For that sets ofT a portion in these days. 

Sir O. Twi. Play on, sweet boy ; 
0, I cotild hear this music all dajr long. 
When there's no money to be parted from ! 
Strike on, good lad. 

Sav. Do not wise men and great often bestow 
Ten thousand pound in jewels that lie by 'em ? 
If so, what jewel can He by a man 

More precious than a virgin ? if none more precious, 220 
Why should the pillow of a foot be grac'd 
With that brave spirits with dearness have embrac'd ? 
And then, perhaps, ere the third spring come on. 
Sends home your diamond crack'd, the beauty gone ; 
And more to know her, 'cause you shall not doubt her, 
A number of poor sparks twinkling about her. 

Sir O. Twi. Now thou play's! Dowland's Lactyma ' 
to thy master. 

Sav. But shall I dry your eyes with a merry jig now. 
And make you look like sunshine in a shower P 

Sir O. Twi. How, how, my honest boy, sweet Savour- 
wit? 230 

Sav. Young master Sand field, gallant master Sand- 
field 

Sir O. Twi. Ha ! what of him ? 



' John Dowland, the famons luleabi, was bom in 1563 Bad died in 
1615. He invelled mucb abioad, and was for some time lulenisi to tbe 
King of Denmaik, His Lacryna, or Stvai Tcirs figund in Sntn 
Paitvmali Pavam, ire., was a veiy populai musical work. 
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Sav. Affects your daughter strangely. 

Sir 0. T\vi. Brave master Sandfield I — let me hug thy 
zeal 
Umo ihy master's house ; — ha, master Sandfield \ 
But he'll expect a portion. 

Sav. Not a whit, sir, 
As you may use the matter. 

Sir O. Twi. Nay, and the mailer fall into my using, 
The devil a penny that he gets of me ! 

Sav. He lies at the mercy of your lock and key, sir ; 
You may use him as you list 

Sir O. Twi. Say'st thou me so ? 3^ 

Is he so far in doing ? 

Sav. Quite over head and ears, sir ; 
Nay, more, he means to run mad, and break his neck 
Off some high steeple, if he have her not. 

Sir 0. Titn. Now bless the young gentleman's gristles ! 
I hope to be 
A grandfather yet by 'em. 

Sav. That may you, sir, 
To, marry, a chopping girl with a plump buttock. 
Will hoist a farthingale at five years old. 
And call a man between eleven and twelve 
To take part of a piece of mutton with her. 

Sir O- Tun. Ha, precious wag I hook him in finely, 
do. ,50 

Sav. Make clear the way for him first, set the gull 
going. 

Sir 0. Tti-i. An ass, an ass, I'll quickly dash his 
wooing. 




Sav. Why, now the clocks 
Go right again : it must be a strange wit 
That makes the wheels of youth and age so hit ; 
The one are dry, worn, rusty, furr'd, and sod'd, 
Love's wheels are glib, ever kept clean and oil'd. 

[Aside, and exit. 
&> O. Twi. I cannot choose but think of this good 
fortune j 
That gallant master Sandfield ! 



Enttr Weatherwise. 

Wta. Stay, stay, stay ! 
What comfort gives my almanac to-day? 260 

\Takmg out an almanac. 
Luck, I beseech thee ! \Readi?^ Goad days, — evil days, — 
June, — -July; — speak a good word for me now, and I 
have her; let me see. The fifth day, 'twtxf hawk and 
buxsard ; The sixth day, backward and forward, — that 
was beastly to me, I remember ; The seventh day, on a 
slippery pin ; The eighth day, fire and tow ; The ninth 
day, the market is marred, — that's 'long of the liucksters, 
I warrant you ; but now the tenth day — luck, I beseech 
thee now, before 1 look into't '.—The tenth ' day, against 
the hair, — a pox on't, would that hair had been left out ! 
against the hair ? that hair will go nigh to choke rac ; 
had it been against anything but that, 'twould not have 
troubled me, because it lies cross i' the way. Well, I'll 



' Old ed. "eleventh." 
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try the fortune of a good face yet, though my almanac 
leave me i' the sands.' \Aiide. tj^ 

Sir 0. Twi. Such a match too, I could not wish a 
belter. [Aside, 

fVea. Mass, here he walks. [Aside.]—Sivt you, sweet 
sir Oliver— sir Olivet Twilight. 
Sir 0, Twi. O pray come to me a quarter of a year 
hence ; 
I have a little business r 

IVea. How, a quarter of a year hence? what, shall I 
come to you in September ? 

Sir O- Twi. Nor in November neither, good my friend. 

Wea. You're not a mad knight ! you will not let your 
daughter hang past August, will you ? she'll drop down 
under tree then : she's no winter-fruit, I assure you, if 
you think to put her in crust after Christmas. 

Sir O. Twi. Sir, in a word, depart ; my girl's not for you ; 
1 gave you a drowsy promise in a dream, 
But broad awake now, I call't in again : 190 

Have me commended to your wit, farewell, sir. {Exit. 

Wea. Now the devil run away with you, and some 
lousy fiddler with your daughter t may Clerkenwell' have 
the first cut of her, and Houndsditch pick the bones! 
I'll never leave the love of an open-hearted widow for a 
narrow-eyed maid again ; go out of the roadway, like an 
ass, to leap over hedge and ditch ; I'll fall into the 
beaten path again, and invite the widow home to a ban- 
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quet: let who list seek out new ways, I'll be at my 

journey's end before him : 300 
My almanac told me true how I should fare ; 

Let no man think to speed against the hair.^ \Exit, 



SCENE II. 

A Room in Low-water's House. 

Enter Mistress Low-water. 

Mis. Low, Is there no saving means, no help reli- 
gious, 

For a distress^ gentlewoman to live by ? 

Has virtue no revenue ? who has all then ? 

Is the world's lease from hell, the devil ^ head-land- 
lord? 

O, how was conscience, the right heir, put by ? 

Law would not do such an unrighteous deed, 

Though with the fall of angels ^ 't had been fee'd. 

Where are our hopes in banks ? was honesty, 

A younger sister, without portion left, 

No dowry in the chamber beside wantonness ? 10 

O miserable orphan 1 

'Twixt two extremes runs there no blessbd mean. 



1 " Against the hair " = against the grain. See Dyce's Shakapeart 
Glossary^ sub Hair. 
« Oldcd. "Devils.*' 
* See note a, vol. i. p. 3a. 
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imfortable strain,' that I may kiss it ? 

to whoredom or to beggary lean, 

lind being sound? is there no way W naiss it? 

injustice that a widow laughs, 

s her mourning part upon a wife ? 

e should have the garment, I the heart ? 

Uh her uncle left her, and me her grief. 

od all miseries in their loathed'st forms ao 

hand of me, thick like a foul mist; 

re the bright enticements of the world 

est colours, flattery and advancement, 

the bastard glories this frame jets * in, — 

nor splendour, shadows fair nor foul, 

farce me shame my husband, wound my soul. 

Enter Jane. 
you're welcome ; this is kindly done of you, 
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Beside my visitation, to request you 

To lay your wit to mine, which is but simple, 

And help me to untie a few dark words 

Made up in knots, — they're of the widow's knitting. 

That ties all sure, — for my wit has not strength 

Nor cunning to unloose 'em. 

Mis. Low. Good ; what are they? 
Though there be Utile comfort of my help. 

Jane. She wish'd sir Oliver's daughter and myself 
Good fortune in our choices, and repented her 
Of a rash oaih she took, when we were both infants, 
A secret to conceal ; but since all's well. 
She holds it best to keep it unreveai'd: 
Now, what this is, heaven knows. 

Mis. Low. Nor can I guess : 
The course of her whole life and her dead husband's 
Was ever full of such dishonest riddles, 
To keep right heirs from knowledge of their own : 
And now I'm put i' the mind on't, 1 believe 
It was some piece ' of land or money given. 
By some departing friend upon their deathbed, 
Perhaps to yourself: and sir OUver's daughter 
May wrongfully enjoy it, and she hir'd — 
For she was but an hireling in those days — 
To keep the injury secret. 

Jane. The most likeliest 
That ever you could think on 1 

SSs. Low. Is it not ? 
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Sure, coz, 1 think you have untied the knot ; 
ights lie at more ease ; as in all other things, 

ihanlc your help; and may you live 
uer your own troubles and cross ends, 
ire ready to supply your friends ! 60 
Low. I thank you for the kind truth of your heart, 
1 1 nourish when ail means depart. — 
that oath of hers there sleeps some wrong 

my kinswoman. [Aside. 

Enter Footman. 
Who'd you speak withal ? 
The gentlewoman of this house, forsooth. 
Whose footman are you ? 
One sir Gilbert Larabstone's. 
Sir Gilbert Lambstone's? there my cousin walks. 
Thank your good worship. [Exit Jane. 
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Governs in man when lust is lord of him ! 

Thinks he me mad? 'cause I've no monies on earth, 

Thai I'll go forfeit my estate in heaven. 

And live eternal beggar P he shall pardon me, So 

That's my soul's jointure — I'll starve ere I sell that. 

O, is he gone, and left the letter here ? 

Yet I will read it, more to hate the writer. \Rtads. 

Mistress Loiv-tuater, — If you desire to understand your 
cwn comfort, hear me oUt ere you re/use me. Pm in the way 
now to double the yearly means that first I offered you i and 
to stir you more to me, Fll empty your enemas bags to main- 
tain you ; for the rich viidoiii, the Lady Coldenfleece, to whom 
I have been a longer suitor th^n you an adversary^ halk 
given me so much encouragement lately, insomuch that I am 
perfectly assured the next meeting strikes the bargain. The 
happiness that follows this 'twere idle to inform you of; only 
consent to my desires, and the tuido-u^s notch^ shall lie open to 
you. This much to your heart ; I know you're wise. Fare- 
well. Thy friend to his power and another's, Gilbert Lamb- 
stont. 96 

In this poor brief ° what volumes has he thrust 

' Old ed. "a longer flift«rjai7." 

■ "This passage is eiplained, I think, by [he rollovring line io our 
•othor's Triumfks 0/ Truth .— 

' Tbe very nooii where beldams hide Ibeirgald.'" — Dyct. 
{If alck was a anllttm (or pHdimdum mulitbrt: hence ii Riight be 
applied jocularly Io bidden treasure of any kind. ) 
• Aihoit letter. Cf. i Henry tV.. iv. 3 :— 

"Bear this sealed*™/ 
With wineed baite to my lord Marucbal." 
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;herous perjury and adulterous lust 1 

a monster does tliis wrong appear, 

give pity to mine enemy here. loo 

most fearful love reigns in some hearts, 

ire oppose all judgment to get means, 

(i rich widows only to keep queans ! 

strange path he takes to my affection, 

nks 't the nearest way ! 'twill never be ; 

rough mine enemy's ground to come to me. 

ter is most welcome ; I repent now 

J' last anger threw tbee at my feet, 

im shall receive thee. {Putting Utter in ker bosom. 

Enter Sir Gilbert Lambstone. 

'. Lamb. 'Tis good policy too 

) one that so raorlally hates the widow ; no 

ive more care to keep h close herself: 
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Your heart should follow your hand. 

Sir G. Lamb. Then may both perish ! 

Mis. Low. Do not wish that so soon, sir : can you 
make 120 

A three-months' love to a rich widow's bed, 
And lay her pillow under a quean's head ? 
I know you can't, howe'er you may dissemble 't ; 
You've a heart brought up better. 

Sir G. Lamb, Faith, you wrong me in't ; 
You shall not find it so ; 1 do protest to thee, 
I will be lord of all my promises, 
And ere 't be long, thou shalt but turn a key, 
And find 'em in thy coffer ; for my love 
In matching with the widow is but policy 
To strengthen my estate, and make me able 130 

To set off all thy kisses with rewards ; 
That the worst weather our delights behold, 
It may hail pearl, and shower the widow's gold. 

Mis. Low. Vou talk of a brave world, sir. 

Sir G. Lamb. 'Twill seem better 
When golden happiness breaks forth itself 
Out of the east port ' of the widow's charaber. 

Mis. Low. And here it sets. 

Sir G. Lamb. Here shall the downfall be ; 
Her wealth shall rise from her, and set in thee. 

Mis. Low. Vou men have th' art to overcome poor 
women ; 
Pray give my thoughts the freedom of one day, 140 
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nt before you ; 'tis not possible 
! the rest take you. 
G. Lamb. 1 Straight obey.— 
ird's my own ! [Aside, and exit. 
Low. There is no happiness but has her season. 
in ' the brightness of her virtue shines : 
isk falls off in time, that long shut ' up 
jit in a dark prison ; so sweeps by 
oud of miseries from wretches' eyes, 
et, though fain, at length they see to rise ; 
cret powers work wondrously and duly. 

Enter Low-water. 
. Why, how now, Kate? 

Lew. 0, are you come, sir? husband, 150 
wake, and let not patience keep thee poor, 
up thy spirit from this falling slumber ! 
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Mis. Low. Hope of much good, 
No fear of the least ill ; take that to comfort thee. 

Lmu. Yea ? 

Mis. Low. Sleep not on't, this is no slumbering busi- 
ness; 
'Tis like the sweating sickness, I must keep 
Your eyes still wake, you're gone if once you sleep. 

Lew. I will not rest then till thou hast thy wishes. 

Mis. Low. Peruse this love-paper as you go. 

\Giving Utter. 

Low. A letter ? \ExeuHl. 



A Room in Sir Oliver Twilight's House. 

Enter Sir Oliver Twilight, Sandfield, Philip 
Twilight, and Savour wit. 

Sir 0. Twi. Good master Sandfield, for the great 
affection 
Vou bear toward my girl, I am well pleas'd 
You should enjoy her beauty ; heaven forbid, sir, 
That I should cast away a proper gentleman, 
So far in love, with a sour mood or so. 
No, no ; 

111 not die guilty of a lover's neck -cracking. 
Marry, as for portion, there I leave you, sir. 
To the mercy of your destiny again ; 
I'll have DO hand in thaL 

TOI. IV, u 
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Ply't hard, my good boys both, put 'em to't finely ; 
One day, one dinner, and one house shall join you. 

Phil. I '^^^^^ *•"•■ '^^^''■^' ^^'■- 3" 

\Extunt Sandfield and Philip. 

Sir 0. Twi. Pist ! ^ come hither, Savourwit; 
Observe my son, and bring me word, sweet boy. 
Whether has a speeding wit or no in wooing. 

Sat>. That will I, sir. — That your own eyes might 
tell ye ' 
I think it speedy ; your girl has a round belly. \^Exit. 

Sir O. Twi. How soon the comfortable shine of joy 
Breaks through a cloud of grief ! 
The tears that 1 let fall for my dead wife 
Are dried up with the beams of my girl's fortunes ; 
Her life, her death, and her ten years' distress, 40 

Are even forgot with me ; the love and care 
That I ought ' her, her daughter sh' owes ' it all ; 
It can but be bestow'd, and there 'tis well. 



Enter Servant, 
How now? what news? 

Ser. There's a Dutch merchant, 
over, 
Desires some conference with you. 

Sir 0. Twi. How I a Dutch merchant ? 



isi. So Dyce (or old ed.'s "Pish." We have 



that's now come 
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nd him in to me. [£■«/'/ Servant]— What news 
vith him, trow?' 

r Dutch Merchant, with a lUtU Dutch boy in 
great slopi? 

W. Sir Oliver TwUight? 
K Twi. Thafs my name indeed, sir; 
be cover'd, sir ; you're very welcome. 
'er. This is my business, sir; I look inlo my 
:harge 50 
'ords to deliver to yourself 
dear friend of yours, that wonders strangely 
unkind neglect. 
'. Twi. Indeed ! what might 
sir? 
'tr. Nay, you're i' the wrong gender now ; 
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D. Mir. Faith, within this month, sir, 
I saw her talk and eat ; and those, in our calendar. 
Are signs of life and health. 

Sir O. Twi. Mass, so they are in ours ! 

D. Mer. And these were the last words her passion ' 
threw me, — 
No grief, quoth she, sits to my heart so close 
As his unkindness, and my daughter's loss. 

Sir 0. T-wi. You make me weep and wonder ; for I 
swear 
I sent her ransom, and that daughter's here. 

D. Mer. Here ! that will come well to lighten her of 
one grief; 70 

I long to see her, for the piteous moan 
Her mother made for her. 

^(V 0. Twi. That shall you, sir.— 
Within there ! 

Re-<nUr Servant. 
Str. Sir? 

Sir O. Twi. Call down my daughter. 
Ser. Yes, sir? [Exit. 

Sir 0. Twi. Here is strange budgelling : * I tell you, ■ 
sir, 
Those that I put in trust were near me too — 
A man would think they should not juggle with me — 
My own son and my servant ; no worse people, sir. 
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But to doubt so too then. — 

So, to your chamber ; we have done with you. 

Grace. I would be glad you had : here's a strange 

storm \ — \Aside. 

Sift it out well, sir ; till anon I leave you, sir. \Exit. 

D. Mer. Business commands me hence ; but, as a 
pledge 
Of my return, I'll leave my little son with you, joo 

Who yet takes little pleasure in this country, 
'Cause he can speak no English, ail Dutch he. 

Sir 0. Twi. A fine boy ; he is welcome, sir, to me, 

D. Mer. Where's your leg and your thantcs to the 
gentleman P 

D. Boy. War ts you neighgen an you thonkes you, hk 
donckyou, vtr ew tdermon vrendly kite. 

Sir O. Twi. What says he, sir? 

D. Mer. He thanks you for your kindness. 

Sir 0. Twi. Pretty knave ! 

D. Mtr. Had not some business held me by the way, 
This news had come to your ear ten days ago. m 

Sir O. Twi. It comes too soon now, methinks j I'm 
your debtor. 

B. Mer. But I could wish it, sir, for better ware. 

Sir 0. Twi. We must not be our own choosers in our 
fortunes. [Exit Dutch Merchant. 

Here's a cold pie to breakfast ! wife alive, 
Tbe daughter doubtful, and the money spent ! 
How am I juggled withal ! 
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Sir 0. 2^i. I believe you, sir : 
Within this month my wife was sure alive, 
There's six weeks bated of your ten weeks' lie : 
As has been credibly reported to me 
By 3 Dutch merchant, father to that boy, 
But now come over, and the words scarce cold, 

Sav. O strange : — [Asi^e. '40 

Tis a most rank untruth ; where is he, sir ? 

Sir O. Twi. He will not be long absent 

Sav. All's confounded ! — \Aude. 

If he were here, I'd ' tell him to his face, sir, 
He wears a double tongue, that's Dutch and EngUsh. 
Will the boy say't? 

Sir O. Twi. 'Las, he can speak no English. 

Sav. All the better ; I'll gabble something to him. 
\Aside^ — HoysU kalgistt, fca/ooskin ee vou, dar sunt, alia 
gasiani 

D. Soy. Jtk wet neat watt hey sactt ; Ick unverston 
ewe neat. 150 

Sav. Why, la, I thought as much ! 

Sir 0. Twi. What says the boy ? 

Sitv. He says his father is troubled with an imperfec- 
tion at one time of the moon, and talks like a madman. 

Sir O. Twi. What, does the boy say so? 

^i-. I knew there was somewhat in't : 
Your wife alive ! will you believe all tales, sir ? 

Sir O. Twi. Nay, more, sir ; he told me he saw this 
wench, 

' oiiim, -lU' 




No Wit, HO Help 



[act l 



Which you brought home, at Antwerp in an inn ; 
Tell[s] me, I'm plainly coren'd of all hands, 
'Tis not my daughter neither. 

Sav. All's broke out 1 — \Asiie. 160 

How ! not your daughter, sir ? I must to't again. — 
Quiiquinikin sadlamare, alia pine kickin sows tUrtvs, koff 
lofte U cumber shaw, heuns bus boxsceena. 

D. Boy. Jck an sawth no int hein clappen de heeke, I 
dinke ute zein unnoH. 

tanteniion/ Ah ha ! I thought how 'twould 
prove i' ih' end : — the boy says they never came near 
Antwerp, a quite contrary way, round about by Panna. 

^(> O. Twi. What's the same uin sennm 1 ,69 

Sav. That is, he saw no such wench in an inn ; 'tis 
well I came in such happy time, to get it out of the 
boy before his father relumed again : pray, be wary, 
sit, the world's subtle ; come and pretend a charitable 
business in policy, and work out a piece of money on 
you. 

Sir 0. Twi. Mass, art advised of thai ? 

Sav. The age is cunning, sir; beside, a Dutchman 
will live upon any ground, and work butter out of a 
thistle. 

Sir O. Twi. Troth, thou say'st true in that ; they're 
the best ihrivers 180 

In turnips, hartichallts,i and cabbishes ; 
Our English are not like them. 

Sav. O fie, no, sir ! 





Sir O. Twi. Ask him from whence they came when 
they came hither. 

Sav. That I will, sir. — Culluanm lagooso, iageen, lagan, 
rufft, punkatee ? 

D. Boy. Nimd aweigh de cock. 

Sav. What, what? I cannot blame him then. 

Sir O. Twi. What says he to thee ? 

Sav. The poor boy blushes for him : he lells me his 
father came from making merry with certain of his 
countrymen, and he's a little steeped in English beer; 
there's no heed to be taken of his tongue now. 191 

Sir O. Twi. Hoydayl how com'st thou by all this? 
I heard him 
Speak but three words to thee, 

Sav. O sir, the Dutch is a very wide language ; you 
shall have ten English words even for one; as, for 
example, gulld^-goose — there's a word for you, master ! 

Sir O. Twi. Why, what's that same gullder-gooset 

Sav. How do you and all your generation ? 

5i> O. Twi. Why, 'tis impossible ! how prove you 
that, sir? 

Sav. 'Tis thus distinguished, sir : guli, how do you ; 
der, and ; goose, your generation. aoi 

Sir 0. Twi. 'Tis a most saucy language ; how cam'st 
thou by't? 

Sav. I was brought up to London in an eel-ship. 
There was the place I caught it first by the tail, — 
I shall be tript anon ; pox, would I were gone ! — 

[Aside. 
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seek out your sod, sir ; you shall hear 
hunder he'll bnng with him, 
0. Tu'i. Do, do, Savourwit ; 
e you all face to face. 

Cuds me, what else, sir?— 
m take me so near the net again, 
: you leave to squat ' me ; I've scap'd fairly : aio 
undone in Dutch ; all our three naonths' roguery 

come over in a butler- firkin. \Asid£, and exit. 
0- Twi. Never was man so tost between two 
tales I 

■ not which to take, nor which to tnist ; 
ly here is the likeliest to tell truth, 
;e the world's corruption is not yet 

years in him ; sure he cannot know 
leceit means, 'tis English yet to him : 
hen I think again, why should the father 




Did you within this month, with your own eyes. 
See my wife living ? 

D. Mer. I ne'er borrow'd any r 
Why should you move that question, sir ? dissembling 130 
Is no part of my living. 

Sir O. Twi. I have reason 
To urge it so far, sir — pray, be not angry, though — 
Because my man, was here since your departure, 
Withstands all stiffly ; and to make it clearer, 
Question'd your boy in Dutch, who, as he told me, 
Retum'd this answer first to him, — that you 
Had imperfection at one time o' the moon. 
Which made you talk so strangely. 

D, Mer. How I how's this 'i~~Zeicke yongon, ick bm uk 
qtull medien dulUk heght, « vnlgit van tht man, an koot 
itram'd. 241 

D. Boy. Wie tk heigh lieght in ze bokkas, dee't lite. 

D. Mer. Why, la, you, sir, here's no such thing ! he 
says 
He lies in's throat that says it. 

Sir 0. Twi. Then the rogue lies in's throat, for he 
lold me so ; 
And that the boy should answer at next question. 
Thai you ne'er saw this wench, nor came near An- 
twerp. 

D. Mer. Ten thousand devils ! — Zeicke het ewe ek 
kneegkl, yongon, dat wee neeky by Antwarpon ne don 
e de doughter dor. 250 

D. Boy. Ick hub ham hean svlka dongtm he satit, kei es 
m skailom an rubboul. 





^^BH^^HH 


K^^H 


No Wit, no Help, &c. TAcri. 

\fer. He says he told him no such matter ; he's a 

and a rascal. 

0. Ttvi. Why, how am I abus'd ! Pray, tell mc 

one thing, 

i gulldfr-goose in Dutch ? 
Mer. How ! guilder-goose 1 there's no 
hing in Dutch ; it may be an ass in English. 

O. Twi. Hoyday ! then am 1 that ass in plain 

English ; 

ossly cozen'd, most inconsiderately ! 
let my house receive you for one night, j6o 
[ may quit ' these rascals, 1 beseech you, sir. 
Mer. II' that may stead you, sir, I'll not refuse 

you. 

O. Twi. A thousand thanks, and welcome. — 
lom can fortune more spit out her foam, 
d on abroad, and play'd upon at home ' \Exeunt. 



( o>9 ) 



A large Room in Weather wise's House. 

Enter Weatherwise wA(Ve Servants are setting out a 
table, and Pickadill looking oh. 
Wea. So, set the table ready ; the widow's i' the next 
room, looking upon my clock with the days and the 
months and the change of the moon ; I'li fetch her in 
presently, \Exit. 

Pick. She's not so mad to be fetched in with the moon, 
I warrant you : a man must go roundlier to work with a 
widow, than to woo her with the hand of a dial, or stir 
up her blood with the striking part of a clock ; I should 
ne'er stand to show her such things in chamber. 

[Exeunt Servants. 

Jie-enterWiATHtRVf isz AanJing in Lady Gold enfleece. 
Sir Gilbert Lambstone, Pkpperton, and Over- 
done. 
JVea. Welcome, sweet widow, to a bachelor's house 
here ! a single man I, but for two or three maids that I 
keep. 11 
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Gold. Why, are you double with them, then ? 

a. An exceeding good mourning-wit ! women are 

ihan ever they were, since they wore doublets, 
nust think, sweet widow, if a man keep maids, 
: under his subjection. 
Gold. That's most true, sir. 

a. They have no reason to have a lock but the 
r must have a key to't. 20 
Gold. To him, sir Gilbert ! he fights with me at a 
: weapon now. 
a. Nay, and sir Gilbert strike, my weapon falls, 

no thrust but his : here are more shooters, 
ley have shot two arrows without heads, 
cannot stick i' the butt yet : hold out, knight, 
.'11 cleave the black pin in the midst 0' the white." 
\Aiide, and exit 
Gold. Nay, and he led me into a closet, sir, where 
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his son a-horseback in cloth-of-gold breeches, while he 
himself goes to the devil afoot in a pair of old strossers ! ' 
But shall I give a more familiar sign ? 40 

His are the sweetmeats, but the kisses mine. 

\Ki5ses her. 

Over. Excellent ! — A pox a' your fortune ! \Aiide. 

Pep. Saucy courting has brought all modest wooing 
clean out of fashion : you shall have few maids now-a- 
days got without rough handling, all the town's so used 
to't; and most commonly, too, they're joined before 
they're married, because they'll be sure to be fast 
enough. 

Over. Sir, since he strives t' oppose himself against 
us, 
Let's so combine our friendships in our straits, 50 

By all means graceful, to assist each other; 
For, I protest, it shall as much glad me 
To see your happiness, and his disgrace, 
As if the wealth were mine, the love, the place. 

Pep. And with the like faith I reward your friendship ; 
I'll break the bawdy ranks of his discourse, 
And scatter his libidinous whispers straight. — 
Madam- — - 

L. Gold. How cheer you, gentlemen ? 

Sir G. Lamb. Pox on 'em, 
They wak'd me out of a fine sleep t three minutes 
Had fasten'd all the treasure in mine arms. \Aiide. fo 
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You look no note of this conceit, it seems, 
madam ? 
iold. Twelve trenchers,' upon every one a montfa ! 

Ay, and their posies under 'em, 
lold. Pray, what says May ? she's the spring lady. 

Nmi- " gallani May, in ker array. 
Doth makt the field pUasant and gay. 

-. \riad^:\ 

Thh month ofjunt use clarified n-hey 
Boifd utth cold herb!, and drink alu-ay. 

lold. Drink't all away, he should say. 70 
IVere much better indeed, ajid wholesomer for 

G. Lamb. September's a good one here, madam. 
•old. 0, have you chose your month ? Let's hear'i, 



I 
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wife would blush to hear now, if she have but so much 
blood left to foake up an ounce of grace. And who is 
this 'long on, but such wjigs as you, that use your words 
like your wenches? you cannot let 'em pass honestiy by 
you, but you must still have a flirt at 'em. s? 

Ftp. You have paid some of us home, madam, 

Re-enter Weatherwise, 

Wea. If conceit will strike this stroke, have at the 
widow's plum-tree.^ I'll put 'em down all for a ban- 
quet. {Atide.^ — Widow and gentlemen, my friends and 
servants, I make you wait long here for a bachelor's 
pittance 

L. Gold. 0, sir, you're pleased to be modest. 

iVea. No, by my tioih, widow, you shall find it other- 
wise. 

[Music. The banquet' is broughtin, six ^ Weather- 

muiitin: see Cotgrave under Hoche-pmrntr. The espression haut 
at jiour fivm-tree \s not vafienataHy layyad. C(. The ll'ldtne, i. 3,— 
"Nay, titen, kmt al your flum-lra I (ailh, 111 not be foiled. " 

* Dessen. Dyce quotes ihe following passage from Gervaie Mark- 
ham's English Nminia/e: — "1 will now proceed to Ihe ordetin|; ar 
wiling forth ofa Banquet, whErein you shall obierre, Ihal Marchpanes 
have the first place. Ihe middle place and last place : your preserved 
fruit] shall be disb'd up Srsl, your posies nexl. your wel Suekels afier 
Ihem, Ihen youtdryed Sudtels, then your MarmHladEs, and Coodiniakes, 
■ben rour Comfets of all kindes ; Next your Peanu, Apples, Wardens 
back'd. raw or rosled, and your Orenges and Lemons shced ; and 
lastly, your Wofer-cokea. Thus you shall order them la (he closet t 
but when Ibey goe 10 the Table, you shall tint send forth a dish made 
for show only, as Deasl. Bird, Fish, Fowle, according to ihe invenuon : 
then your Marchpane, then preserved fnille, (hen a Paste, Ihen a wel 
Suckel, then a dry Suckel, Mannalade, Comleu, Apples, Peaies, 
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wise's Tenants carrying tkf Twtht Signs, Aria, 
Taurus, Gemini, Cancer, Leo, Virg^, Libra, 
Scorpio, Sagittarius, Capricorn, Aquarius, and 
Pisces, made of banqueting-stuff. 
L. Cold. What, the Twelve Signs ! 
IVea. These are the signs of my love, widow. 
Z. Gold. \Vorse meat would have serv'd us, 
my faith, 
I'm sorry you should be at such charges, sir, 
To feast us a whole month together here. 

IVca. \Vidow, thou'rt welcome a whole month, an"f 

ever 1 
L. Gold. And what be those, sir, that brought in the 

banquet ? 
Wea. Those are my tenants ; they stand for fasiing- 

Sir G. Lamb. Or the six weeks in Lent 

Wea. You're i' the right, sir Gilbert — 
Sweet widow, take your place at Aries here, 
Thai's the head sign ; a widow is the head 
Till she be married. [Ladv Goldenplskcs i 

L. Gold. What is she then i" 

Wea. The middle. 

L. Gold. Tis happy she's no worse. 



Wikrdeiu, Oranges and lemons, sliced : and iben Wateis, and BDolher 
dish of piCKTvcd fiuiti:s, aod so conseqnenll)' all the resl before, no 
Iwo diihej of one kinde going ot slauding logither, and thii will not 
onely appears delicate to ihe ere. bin inmle the ippelitc wilh II 
yariety tbercof " (p. 136, cd. 1637). 
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IVea. Taurus — sir Gilbert Lanabstone, that's for you ; 
They say you're a good town-bull. tu 

Sir G. Lamb. 0, spare your friends, sir ! [5(Vi. 

Wea. And Gemini for master Pepperton, 
He had two boys at once by his last wife. 

iV/, I hear the widow find no fault with that, sir, [Sili. 

IVea. Cancer, the crab, for master Overdone ; 
For when a thing's past fifty, it grows crooked. 

[Overdone sits. 

L. Gold. Now for yourself, air. 

Wea. Take no care for me, widow; I can be any- 
where: here's Leo, heart and back; Virgo, guts and 
belly; lao 

I can go lower yet, and yet fare better. 
Since Sagittarius fits me the thighs ; 
I care not if I be about the thighs, 
I shall find meat enough. \S$ls. 

L. Gold. But, under pardon, sir, 
Though you be lord o' the feast and the conceit both, 
Methinks it had been proper for the banquet 
T' have had the signs all fiU'd, and no one idle. 

Wea. I know it had ; but who's fault's that, widow ? 
you should have got you more suitors to have stopt the 
gaps. ,30 

L. Gold. Nay, sure, they should get us, and not we 
them : 
There be your tenants, sir; we are not proud. 
You may bid them sit down. 

Wea. By the mass, it's true too ! — Then sit down, 
tenants, once with your hats on ; but spare the meat, I 




L. Gold. What is he, sir? 

Sir. He 
That's the least of him, and yet more I know not 

L. Gold. Under the leave o' the master of the house 
here, 
I would he were admitted. 

Wca. With all my heart, widow ; I fear him not, 
Come cut and long tail.^ \Exit Servant, 

Sir G. Lamb. I have the least fear 167 

And the most firmness, nothing can shake me. {^Aiidt. 

Wea. If he be a gentleman, he's welcome -, there's a 
sign does nothing, and that's fit for a gentleman. The 
feet win be kept warm enough now for you, widow ; for 
if he be a right gentleman, he has his stockings wanned, 
and he wears socks beside, partly for warmth, partly 
for cleanliness, and if he observe Fridays too, he comes 
excellent well, Pisces will be a fine fish-dinner for him. 

L. Gold. Why, then, you mean, sir, he shall sit as he 
comes ? 

Wra. Ay ; and he were a lord, he shall not sit above 
my tenants; I'll not have two lords lo them, so I may 
go look my rent in another man's breeches ; I was not 
brought up to be so unmannerly. igo 

Enter Mistress Low-water, disguised as a gallant 
Gentleman, and Low-water as a Serving-man. 

Mis. Low. I have picked out a bold time : much good 
do you, gentlemen. 



U kinds ; people of 
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You're welcome, as I may say, sir. 
Low. Pardon my nideness, madam. 
id. No such fault, sir ; 

00 severe to yourself, our judgment quits you : 
ou to do as we do. 
'^ou'. Thanks, good madam. 
'Id. Make room, gentlemen. 
Sit still, tenants; I'll call in all your old leases, 
. you else. 

■is. 0, sweet landlord ! 190 
Imv. Take my cloak, sirrah. \Giving doak to 
J3W.WATER.]— If any be disturb'd, 
:it, gentlemen : I see my place. 
A proper woman turned gallant ! If the widow 
le, I care not if I be a suitor to him ; I have 
hose who have been as mad, and given half 
r.g for a male companion. \Ande. 
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Sir G. Lamb. How, sir ? 

Mis. Low. Too rank, sir. 

Sir G. Lamb. Fie, I shall strike you dumb, like all 
your fellows. 

Mis. Lew. What, with your heels or horns ? 

Sir G. Lamb. Perhaps with both. no 

Mu. Low. It must be at dead low water, when I'm 
dead then. 

Lew. 'Tis a brave Kate, and nobly spoke of thee ! 

[Aside. 

Wta. This quarrel must be drowned. — PJckadill, my 
lady's fool. 

Pi^k. Your, your own man, sir, 

Wea, Prithee, step in to one of the maids, 

Pi(k. That I will, sir, and thank you too. 

Wea. Nay, hark you, sir, call for ray sun-cup presently, 
I'd forgot it. 

Pick. How, your sun-cup ? — Some cup, I warrant, 
that he stole out o' the Sun-tavern. {^Aside and exit. 

L. Gold. The more I look on him, the more I thirst 



Meihinks his beauty docs so far transcend. 
Turns the signs back, makes that the upper end. 

{Asi^. 
Wea. How cheer you, widow? — Gentlemen, how cheer 
you? 
Fair weather in all quarters I 
The sun will peep anon, I've sent one for him ; 
In the meantime I'll tell you a tale of these. 
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Re-enter Pickadill carrying the sun-cup, without his 
doublet, and with a veil over his/a^e. 

Pick. Your sun-cup, call you it ? 'tis a simple voyage 
that I have made here ; I have left my doublet within, 
for fear I should sweat through my jerkin ; and thrown 
a cypress ' over my face, for fear of sun-burning. 

Wea. How now? who's this? why, sirrah ! 

I^ck. Can you endure it, mistress ? 

L. Gold. Endure what, fool ? 

Wea. Fill the cup, coxcomb. 459 

Pick. Nay, an't be do hotter, I'll go put on my doublet 
again. \_Exil. 

iVea. What a whorson sot is this !— Prithee, fill the cup, 
fellow, and give't the widow. 

Mis. Low. Sirrah, how stand you ? 
Bestow your service there upon her ladyship, 

[Low-WATER_/f/(!i the cup and presnits il (o'Lww 

GOLDENFLEECE. 

L. Gold. What's here ? a sun ? 

IVea. It does betolcen, madam, 
A cheerful day to somebody. 

Z. Gold. It rises 
Full in the face of yon * fair sign, and yet 
By course he is the last must feel the heat [Aside. 

Here, gentlemen, to you all, 270 

For you know the sun must go through the Twelve 
Signs. ■ [Drinks. 
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\'ea. Most witd!y, widow; yoa jump' with my con- 
ceit right, 

re's not a hair between us. 

. Gold. Give it sir Gilbert. 

ir G. Lamb. I am the next through whom the golden 
Raine 

les. when 'tis spent in thy celestial ram ; 
poor feel there must wait and cool awhile. {Drinkt. 

fis. Lou: We have our time, sir; joy and we shall 
meet; 

known the proud neck lie between the feet. 

fVa. So, round il goes. \Tke others drink in ordtr. 

Rt-tnter Pickadilu 
Hck. I like this drinking world we!l. 
Vea. So, fiU't him again. 
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Sir G. Lamb. Yes, sir, that's my n 
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Mis. Low. There should be a rank villain of that n 
Came you out of that house ? 

Sir G. Lamb. How, sir slave ! 

Mis. Low. Fall to your bull, leave roaring till anon. 

Wia. Yet again ! and you love me, gentlemen, let's 
have no roaring here. If I had thought that, I'd have 
sent my bull to the bear-garden. 

Pep. Why, so you should have wanted one of your 
signs. 

Wea. But I may chance want two now, and they fall 
together by the ears. 300 

L. Gold. What's the strange fire that works in these 
two creatures ? 
Cold signs both, yet more hot than all their fellows. 

Wta. Ho, Sol in Pisces ! the sun's in New Fish 
Street ; here's an end of this course. 

PiA. Madam, I am bold to remember your worship 
for a year's wages and a livery cloak. 

L. Gold. How, will you shame me ? had you not both 
last week, fool ? 

Pick. Ay, but there's another year past since that 

/. Gold. Would all your wit could make that good, 



Pick. I am sure the sun has run through all the 
I Twelve Signs since, and that's a year ; these ' gentlemen 
1 witness. 
Wea. The fool will live, madam. 
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''ick. Ay, as long as your eyes are open, I warrant 

tfij. Low. Sirrah. 
'Am: Does your worship call ? 

1/w. Low. Commecd my love and service to the 
widow, 3„ 
■ire her ladyship to taste that morsel. 

\_Givins letter to Low-water, who catrits it 
to Ladv Golden fleece. 
'jm. This is the bit I waich'd for all this while, 
it comes duty. [Asidt. 
iir G. Lamb. And wherein has this name of mine 

offended, 
It you're so liberal of yoor infamous titles, 
lit a stranger to thee ? it must be known, sir, 
we iwo part. 
Mii. Lint'. Marry, and reason good, sir. 
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L. Gold. O impudence as foul I does my disease hq 
Ask how I do? can it torment my heart 
And look with a fresh colouc in my face ? 
Sir G. Lamb. What's this, what's this? 
Wea. 1 am sorry for this qualm, widow. 
L. Gold. He that wouldknowa villain when he meets 
him. 
Let him ne'er go to a conjuror \ here's a glass 
Will show him without money, and far truer. — 
Preserver of my state, pray, tell me, sir, 
That I may pay you all my thanks together. 
What blest hap brought that letter to your hand, jjo 
From me so fast lock'd in mine enemy's power. 

Mis, Low. I will resolve you, madam. I've a kins- 
man 
Somewhat infected with that wanton pity 
Which men bestow on the distress of women, 
Especially if they be fair and poor ; 
With such hot charity, which indeed is lust, 
He sought l' entice, as his repentance told me, 
Her whom you call your enemy, the wife 

To a poor gentleman, one Low-water 

L. Gold. Right, right, the same. 
_ Lew. Had it been right, 't had now been. \Aside. 360 
I Mis. Low. And, according to the common rate of 
sinners, 
Offer'd large maintenance, which with her seem'd 

nothing ; 
For if she would consent, she told him roundly, 
_ There was a knight had bid more at one minute 
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n all his wealth could compass ; and withal, 

k'd out that letter, as it were in scorn, 
ch by good fortune he put up in jest, 
1 promise that the writ should be returnable 
next hour of his meeting. But, sweet madam, 
of my love and zeal, I did so practise 370 
part upon him of an urgent wooer, 
t neither he nor that tetum'd more to her, 
> G. Lamb. Plague a' that kinsman ! \Asidt 
'ea. Here's a gallant rascal ! 

Gold. Sir, you've appear'd so noble in this action, 
ill of worth and goodness, that my thanks 
rather shame the bounty of my mind 
n do it honour.— 0, thou treacherous villain, 
s thy faith bear such fruit ? 
these the blossoms of a hundred oaths 
from thy bosom ? was thy love so spiteful. jgo 
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Crawl with thy poisons hence ; and for thy sake 
111 never covet titles and more riches, 
To fall into a gulf of hate and laughter : 
I'll marry love hereafter, I've enough ; 
And wanting that, I've nothing. There's thy way. 
Over. Do you hear, sir ? you must walk, 
P^. Heart, thrust him down stairs ! 
Wea. Out of my house, you treacherous, lecherous 
rascal I 400 

Sir G. Lamb. All curses scatter you ! 
Wm. Life, do you thunder here ! [Exit Sir G. Lamb- 
stone.] If you had stayed a Uttle longer, I'd have ript 
out some of my Bull out of your belly again. 

/"</. 'Twas a most noble discovery ; we must love you 
for ever for't 

Z, Gold. Sir, for your banquet and your mirth we 
thank you ; — 
You, gentlemen, for your kind company ;— 
But you, for all my merry days to come, 
Or this had been the last else. 

Sfis. Low. Love and fortune 
Had more care of your safety, peace, and state, 
madam. 410 

I Wea. Now will I thrust in for'L [Aside. 

I Pep. I'm for myself now. [Aside. 

Over. What's fifty years ? 'tis man's best time and 
season; 
Now the knight's gone, the widow will hear reason. 

[Aside. 
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>»'. Now, now, the sniton Batter, hold od, Kate : 
hen may pick the meat while the cocks prate. 

\Examt. 

SCENE II. 

A Stnei. 

Ur Sandfield, Philip Twilight, and Satourwit, 

kil. If thou Uik'st longer, I shall turn to marble. 
death will slop my hearing. 
iW. Homble fortune ! 
IV. Nay, sir, our building is so far defac'd, 
fc is no stuff left to raise up a hope. 
hil. 0, with more patience could my flesh endure 
ore of wounds, and all their severai searchings, 
n this that ihou hast told me ! 
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Nor comforts from a faithful friend can ease me ; m 

I'll try the goodness of a third companion, 

What he'il do for me. [Drawing kis switrd. 

Satuf. Hold ! why, friend 

Stn. Why, master, is this all your kindness, sir? offer 
to steal into another country, and ne'er take your leave 
on's? troth, I take it unkindly at your hands, sir : but 
I'll put it up for once, ysheathiag Philip's s7vord.^ 
Faith, there was no conscience in this, sir; leave me 
here to endure all weathers, whilst you make your soul 
dance like a juggler's egg upon the point of a rapier 1 
By my troth, sir, you're to blame in't ; you might have 
given us an inkling of your journey ; perhaps others 
would as fain have gone as you. 33 

Phii. Burns this clay-lamp of miserable life, 
When joy, the oil that feeds it, is dried up? 

Enter Ladv Twilight, Beveril, and Servants. 
L. Ttiti. He has remov'd his house. 
Sev. So it seems, madam. 

Z. Tlf/. I'll ask that gendeman. — Pray, can you tell 
me, sir, 
Which is sir Oliver Twilight's? 

fAii. Few can better, gentlewoman ; 
It is the next fair house your eye can fix on. 
L. Twi. I thank you, sir.— Go on. \_Exevnt Servants.] 
— He had a son 40 

Abont some ten years since. 
Plul That son still lives. 
L. Twi. I pray, bow does he, sir? 
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Where, finding your good mother so dislress'd, 
I could not but in pity see her relcas'd, 

I'hii. It was a noble charity, sir ; heaven quit ' you ! 

Sav. It comes at last ! \Aside. 

BdK I left a sister here, 
New married when I last took leave of England. 

Fhil. O, mistress Low-water. 

Bet). Pray, sir, how does she ? 70 

Phil. So little comfort I can give you, sir. 
That I would fain excuse myself for silence. 

Bev. Why, what's the worst, sir ? 

Phil. Wrongs has made her poor. 

Bev. You strike my heart : alas, good gentlewoman ! 

Phil. Here's a gentleman — 
You know him— master Sandfield 

BeiK I crave pardon, sir. 

Phil. He can resolve you from her kinswoman. 

Sand. Welcome to England, madam ! 

L. Twi. Thanks, good sir. 

Phil. Now there's no way to 'scape, I'm compass'd 
round ; 
My shame is like a prisoner set with halberds. go 

Sav. Pish, master, master, 'tis young flood again, 
And you can take your time now ; away, quick ! 

Phil. Push, thou'st a swimming head. 

Sav. Will you but hear me ? 
When did you lose your tide when I set forth with you ? 

Phil. That's true. 
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Sav. Regard mc then, though yon'TC no feeling ; 
1 would not hang by the thumbs with a good wUL 

Phi!. 1 h&ng by th' heart, sir, and would bin hare 
ease. 

Sav. Then this or none : fly to your mothei's pity. 
For that's the court must help you ; you're quite gone 
At common law, no counsellor can hear yon ; 91 

Confess your follies, and aslt pardon for 'em ; 
Tell her the state of all things, stand not nicely ; 
The meat's too hard 

To be minc'd now, she breeds young bones by this tine : 
Deal plainly, heaven will bless thee ; turn out 
And shake your pockets after it ; beg, weep. 
Kneel, anything, it will break no bones, man : 
Let her not rest, take breathing time, nor leave the^ 
Till thou hasl got her help. 

/W(V. Lad, 1 conceive thee. 

Sav. About it, then ; it requires haste — do't well ; 
There's but a short street between us and helL 

£ev. Ah, my poor sister ! 

Z, Tfef'. 'Las, good gentlewoman I 
My heart even weeps for her. — Ay, son, we'll go noKI 

PiU. May I crave one word, madam? 

[Siagj ' At* Mother. 

I. Twi. With me, son ? 
The more, the better welcome. 

Sav. Now, now, luck I 
1 pray not often ; the last prayer I made 



I 
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Was nine-year old last Bartholomew-tide ; 'twould hare 

been 
A jolly chopper and 't had liv'd till this time, 

L. Twi. Why do your words start back? are they 
afraid i lo 

Of her that ever lov'd them ? 

Phil. I've a suit to you, madam. 

L. Twi. You've told me that already ; pray, what is't ? 
If 't be so great, my present stale refuse it, 
I shall be abler, then command and use it ; 
Whate'cr 't be, let me have warning, to provide for't. 

Phil. \kmels.'\ Provide forgiveness then, for that's the 

My conscience feels. O, my wild youth has led me 
Into unnatural wrongs against your freedom once ! 
I spent the ransom which my father sent. 
To set my pleasures free, while you lay captive. 12a 

Sav. He does it finely, faith, [Aside. 

L. Twi. And is this all now ? 
You use me like a stranger ; pray, stand up. 

Phil. Rather fall flat ; I shall deserve yet worse. 

L. Twi. [raising Philip.] Whate'cr your faults are, 
esteem me still a friend. 
Or else you wrong me more in asking pardon 
Than when you did the wrong you ask'd it for ; 
And since you have prepar'd me to forgive you, 
Pray, let me know for what ; the first fault's nothing. 

Sav. 'Tis a sweet lady every inch of her ! [Aside. 

Phil. Here comes the wrong then that drives home 
the rest: 130 
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a face at Antwerp that quite drew me 
conscience and obedience ; in that fray 
my heart, I roust needs lose my way ; 
: went the ransom, to redeem my mind ; 
1 of the money, I brought over her ; 
o cast mists before my father's eyes, 
him it was my sister, lost so long, 
hat yourself was dead : you see the wrong. 
TwL This is but youthful still.— 0, that word lister 
is me when I think on't ! — I forgive thee no 
;ely as thou didst it ; for, alas, 
may be call'd good dealing to' some parts 
love and youth plays daily among sons. 
•. She helps out knavery well, that's one good 
comfort. \Asidt. 
il. But such is the hard plight my slate lives in, 
'twixt forgiveness I must sin again, 
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PhU. Yes, madam ; 
Which news so struck my father on the sudden, 
That he grows jealous ^ of my faith in both : 
These five hours have I kept me from his sight, 
And wish'd myself eternally so hid ; 
And surely, had not your blest presence quicken'd i6o 
The flame of life in me, all had gone out. 
Now, to confirm me to his trust again. 
And settle much aright in his opinion, 
Say but she is my sister,' and all's well. 

Z. Twi, You ask devotion * like a bashful beggar, 
That pure need urges, and not lazy impudence ; 
And to express how glad I am to pity you. 
My bounty shall flow over your demand ; 
I will not only with a constant breath 
Approve ^ that, but excuse thee for my death. 170 

Sav. Why, here's 
A woman made as a man would wish to have her ! 

{Aside, 

PhiL O, I am plac'd higher in happiness 
Than whence I fell before ! 

Sav, We're brave fellows once again, and we can keep 
our own : 
Now hoffte tofile, our pipes play as loftily ! [Aside, 

Bev, My sister fled ! 



1 Sospidoiis. 

s " Compare the Communion Service, ' shall reoehre the alms for the 
the poor, and other devotions of the people, in a decent *^--" '" 

s Prove, confirm. 





1 

No Wit, no Help l«rr n. 

id. Both fled, that's the news now ; want mnst 

obey; 
essions came so thick, they could not stay. 
V. Mean are my forluDes, yet, had I beea ntgh, i)a 
MS nor wrong should have made virtue fiy, 
Twi. Spoke like a brother, worthy such a sister ! 
v. Griefs like a new wound, heat beguiles the sense, 
shall feel this smart more three days hence. 
;, madam, sorrow's rude, and forgets manners. 

\^Exeunl ali exapS SAVOimwrr, 
v. Our knavery is for all the world like a shifiing 
-upl ; it breaks in one place, and sets up in another : 
es all trades, from a goldsmith to a tobacco-seller ; 
y all shifts, from an outlaw to a flatterer ; he cozeni 
usband, and compounds with the widow : we coien 
laster, and compound with my mistress : only here 
n o' the right hand from him, — he is known to live 
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Mis, Low. Let me bat have warning, 
I shall make pretty shift with them. 

Low, That thou shalt, wench. \Ex%t. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. My lady, sir, commends her kindly to you, 
And for the third part of an hour, sir, 
Desires your patience ; 
Two or three of her tenants out of Kent 
Will hold her so long busied. 

Mis, Low, Thank you, sir ; 
'Tis fit I should attend her time and leisure. 10 

\Exit Servant 
Those were my tenants once ; but what relief 
Is there in what hath been, or what I was ? 
Tis now that makes the man : a last-year's feast 
Yields little comfort for the present humour ; 
He starves that feeds his hopes with what is past. — 

Re-enter Low-water. 

How now ? 

Low, They're come, newly alighted. 

Mis, Low, Peace, peace ! 
I'll have a trick for 'em ; look you second me well now. 

Low, I warrant thee. 

Mis, Low, I must seem very imperious, I can tell 
you ; therefore, if I should chance to use you roughly, 
pray, forgive me beforehand. 21 

Low, With all my heart, Kate. 
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Pep. No, no, no, we'll away. 

Wea. We'll away, 

Mis. Low. How ! by my faith, but you shall not yet, 

by your leave. ^Where's Bess ? — Call your mistress, sir, 

to welcome these kind gentlemen, my friends. 50 

\Exil Low-water, 

Pep. How ! Bess ? 

Over. Peg? 

Wea. Plain Bess ? I know how the world goes then ; 
he has been a-bed with Bess : i'faith, there's no trust to 
these widows ; a young horsing gentleman carries 'em 
away clear. 

Re-enter Low-water. 



Mii. Low. Now, Where's your mistress, sir? how 
chance she comes not ? 

Low. Sir, she requests you to excuse her for a while ; 
she's busy with a miliiner about gloves. 

Mn. Low. Gloves ! 60 

Wea. Hoyday I gloves too ! 

Mii. Low. Could she find no other time to choose 
gloves but now, when my friends arc here P 

Pep. No, sir, 'tis no matter; we thank you for your 
good will, sit : to say truth, we have no business with 
her at all at this time, I'faith, sir. 

Mis. Low. O, that's another matter; yet slay, slay, 
gentlemen, and taste a cup of wine ere you go. 

Over. No, thank you, sir. 

Mis. Low. Master Pepperton — master Wcatherwise, 
will you, sir? ^i 





1 


) N6 Wit, m Help t«rt n 

I'ta. I'll see the wine in a drunkard's shoes first, and 
k't after he has brewed it. But let her go; she's 
d, i'failh ; a ptoud, surly sir here, he domineen 
ady ; one that will shake her bones, and go to dice 
I her money, or I have no skill in a calendar: lilie, 
that cnn be so saucy lo call her Bess already, will 
her praiing quean a month hence. 

[Extunt Weatherwisc, Peppertok, and 
Overdone. 
.ou: They've given thee all the slip. 
■fis. Lent'. So, a fair riddance ! 
■re's ihree rubs gone, I've a clear way to the 

mistress.' So 
'.mv. You'd need have a clear way, because you're a 

bad pricker. 
i/i>, Ijnv. Yet if ray bowl take bank, I shall go nigh 
make myself a saver. 
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And a fish-market face, he shall ne'er speed ; 
I would not have himself left a poor widower. 

Low. Faith, I'm glad I'm alive to commend thee. 
Kate; I shall be sure now to see my commendatioQs 
delivered. 

Mis. Low. I'll put her to't, i'faith. 

Low. But soft ye, Kate ; 
How and she should accept of your bold kindness ? 

MU. Low. A chief point to be thought on, by my 
faith ! 100 

Marry, therefore, sir, be you sure to step in. 
For fear I should shame myself and spoil all. 

L.OW. Well, I'll save your credit then for once ; but 
look you come there no more. 

Mis. Low. Away I I hear her coming. 

Low. I am vanish'd. [Exit. 

Enter Lady Golden fleece. 
Mis. Low. How docs my life, my soul, my dear sweet 

madam ? 
Z. Gold. I've wTong'd your patience, made you stand 

too long here. 
Mis. Lffiv. There's no such thing, i'faith, madam, 
you're pleas'd to say so. 

L. Gold. Yes, 1 confess I was too slow, sir. 1 10 

Mis. Low. Why, you shall make me amends for that, 
then, with a quickness in your bed. 
L. Gold. That were a speedy mends, sir. 
Mis. Low. Why, then, you are out of my debt ; I'll 
cross the book, and turn over a new leaf with you. 




1 


1 
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No Wil, no Help !«»« 

. Gold. So. with paf iag a smaQ debt, I maj t^ixBcc 

into a greater. 

'u. Lou: My faith, your credit will be die beUa 
; there's many a brave gallant would be gUd d 
fonune, and pay use fot't. vm 
Geld. SomeofthemhaTeno-iiiagelsctodo; A^ 

Id be idle and 'twere not for interest 

is my opinion of your pai-meni, I dnist trust yon 

all the ware in my shop. 

Gold. 1 thank you for yoor good will, I can have 

'is. Low. Not of me, i'faith ; nor that netther, and 
knew' all. [/fxiii^.]— Come, make bot slKKt va- 
widow, a kiss and to bed ; I'm ray hungry, ilaitb, 
:h. iji 

Gold. What, are yoo, sir^ 
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ounces ; I, boys of war, brave commanders, that shall 
bear a breadth in their shoulders and a weight in their 
hips, and run over a whole country with a pound a' beef 
and a biscuit in their belly. Ho, widow, my kisses are 
virgins, my embraces perfect, my strength solid, my love 
constant, my heat comfortabic; but, to come to the 
point, inutterable ijo 

L. Geld. But soft ye, soft yc ; because you stand so 
atrictly 
Upon your purity, I'll put you lo't, sir ; 
Will you swear here you never yet knew woman ? 

Mii. Low. Never, as roan e'er knew her, by this light, 
widow I 

L. Gold, What, what, sir ? — 'Shrew my heart, he moves 
me much. \Asidt. 

Mis. Low. Nay, since you love to bring a man on's 
knees, 
I take into the same oath thus much more. 
That you are the first widow, or maid, or wife, 
That ever I in suit of love did court. 
Or honestly did woo ; how say you to that, widow ? nso 

Z. Gold. Marry, I say, sir, you had a good portion of 
chastity left you, though til-fortune run away with the rest 

Mis. I/nv. That I kept for thee, widow ; she's of for- 
tune, and all her strait-bodied daughters ; thou shall 
havet, widow. \Kissins htr. 

L. Gold Push, what do you mean ? ■' 

Mis. Low. I cannot bestow't better. 

L. Gold. I'll call my servants. 

Mis. Low. By my troth, you shall not, madam. 
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No WU, no Help [actb. 
Rt-fmUr Low-water. 

IP. Does jrour worship call, sir? 

■i. Lov. Ha, pox ! are you peeping?— 

[Thrvttrs^ um^tAmgaf\JyK-WA^v.v., who goes out. 

ame in a good time, I thank him for'L [Asuk. 

Gold. What do you think of me? you're very for- 
ward, sir! ,;0 

II. Ltnv. Extremity of love. 

Gold. You say you're ignorant ; 

3uld not seem so surely by your play, 

lught I see, you may make one yourself. 

need not hold the cards to any gamester.* 

is. Lou: That love should teach men ways lo wrong 
itself! 

Geld. Are these the first-fruils of your boldness, 
sir? 

take after these, you may boast on 'em. 
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Mis. Lew. O, here they are all again too ! 
L. Gold. Are you come, gentlemen ? 
I wish no better men. 

iVca. O, the moon's chang'd now ! 
L. Gold. See you that gentleman yonder? 
Pep. Yes, sweet madam. 

Z, Gold. Then, pray, be witness all of you, with this 
kiss [ATtwM Mistress Low-water. 

I choose him for my husband 

Wea. ■) 

Pep. VApoxon'tJ 
Over.) 

L. Gold. And with this parted golJ, that two hearts 
join. 1S9 

\B Teaks'^ gold into Itvo pUees, and gives one to 
Mistress Low-water. 
Mis. LoTv. Never with chaster love than this of mine! 
L. Gold. And those that have the heans to come to 
the wedding. 
They shall be welcome for their former loves. \ExH. 
Pep. No, I thank you ; you've choked me ah'eady. 
Wea. I never suspected mine almanac till now; I 
believe he plays cogging ° John with me, I bought it at 
his shop ; it may learn the more knavery by that. 

Mis. Lmo. Now indeed, gentlemen, I can bid you 
welcome ; 
Before 'twas but a Sourish. 



1 Aj a token of constancy. Cf. 7"** Widote, n. 1 : — " 
gold bctweim you ? " See the cbapler qd Nupual Usngi 
Popular AnlijHiHu. 

* CheaKcg. « 
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Pick. How? one o' the wits? I care not if I run on 
that account : are they in town, think you? 

Mis. Low. Whither runnest thou now? 

Pi^k. To an ordinary for one of the wits. 

Mis. Low. Why to an ordinary above a tavern ? 

Piek. No, I hold your best wits to be at ordinary ; 
nothing so good in a tavern. 

Mis, Low. And why, I pray, sir? 129 

Pick. Because those that go lo an ordinary dine 
better for twelve pence than he that goes to a tavern 
for his five shillings ; and I think those have the 
best wits that can save four shillings, and fare better 
too. 

Mis. Low. So, sir, all your wit then runs upon 
victuals ? 

Pick. 'Tis a sign 'twill hold out the longer then. 

Mis. Low. What were you saying to me ? 

Ser. Please your worship, 
I heard there came a scholar over lately 139 

With old Sir Oliver's lady. 

Mis. Low. Is she come ? — \Aside. 

What is that lady ? 

Ser. A good gentlewoman. 
Has been long prisoner with the enemy. 

Mis. Law. I know'i too well, and joy in her release. — 
\Asidt. 
Go to that house then straight, and in one labour 
You may bid them, and entreat home that scholar. 

Ser. It shall be done with speed, sir. \Exit. 

Pick. I'll along with you, and see what face that 
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Mis. Lew. Sir, you're — noy brother ! joys come thick 
together. — \Aside. 

Sir, when I see a scholar — pardon me — 270 

I am so taken with afTection ' for him. 
That I must run into his arms and clasp him. 

\Embracittg him. 

Ba'. Art stands in need, sir, of such cherishers ; 
I meet too few : 'twere a brave world for scholars, 
If half a kingdom were but of your mind, sir ; 
Let ignorance and hell confound the rest. 

Mii. Low. Let it suffice,^ sweet sir, you cannot think 
How dearly you're welcome. 

Bev. May I live 
To show you service for"! ! 

Mis. Lmt). Your love, your love, sir ; 
We go no higher, nor shall you go lower. 280. 

Sir, I am bold to send for you, to request 
A kindness from your wit, for some device 
To grace our wedding ; it shalL be worth your pains, 
And something more t' express my love to art ; 
You shall not receive all in bare embracements. 

Btu. Your love I thank ; but, pray, sir, pardon me, 
r?e a heart says I must not grant you that. 

Mis. Low. No 1 what's your reason, sir ? 

Bo). I'm not at peace 
With the lady of this house ; now you'll excuse me ; 
Sb'as wrong'd my sister ; and 1 may not do't 290 
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Break 'em in time, let 'em not master thee. 

O, 'tis my sister's enemy ! think of that : 310 

Some speedy grief fall down upon the fire, 

Before it take my heart ; let it not rise 

'Gainst brotherly nature, judgment, and these wrongs. 

Make clear the weather ! 

O who could look upon her face in storms ! 

Yet pains may work it out ; griefs do but strive 

To kill this spark, I'll keep it still alive. \Exit. 




It shall be all ray study, care, and pains ; 

And we can lose no labour ; all her foes 

Will make such use on't, that they'll snatch it from us 

Faster than we can forge it, though we keep 

Four tongues at work upon't, and never cease. 

Then for th' indifferent world, faith, they arc apter 

To bid a slander ' welcome than a truth. 

We have the odds of our side ; this in time 

May grow so general, as disgrace will spread, 

That wild dissension may divide the bed. jo 

^ F-xcellenl ! 

Over. A pure revenge ! I see no dregs in*!. 

Sir G. Lamb. Let each man look to his part now, 
and not feed 
Upon one dish all four on's, like plain raaltmen ; 
For at this feast we must have several kickshaws 
And delicate-made dishes, that the world 
May see it is a banquet finely fumish'd. 

Wea. Why, then, let me alone for one of your kick- 
shaws, 
I've thought on that already. 

Sir G. Lamb. Prithee, how, sir? 

Wea. Marry, sir, I'll give it out abroad that I have 

> Dyce's comclion for old ed.'a "slave." In his Addenda bcaNK- 
pares Tlu TraMh of Ike T»ra E-glui Brn/itri {bj Day. Dt. Row^. 
and Wilkios], 1607. sg. C 4,— 

" Revenge and Dealh 
Like slander allend ibe slaves □[(JolfniBlh,'' 
where tlaader is evidenlly a misprinl for stivti. I haie, of course, eat- 
rected ibe misprint in my edition of Day. 
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lain with the widow myself, as 'lis the iashioD of many 
a gallant to disgrace his new mistress when he catinot 
have his will of her, and lie with her name in every 
tavern, though he ne'er came within a yard of her person; ' 
so I, being a gentleman, may say as much in that kind 
as a gallant ; I am as free by my father's copy. 65 

Sir G. Lamb. This will do excellent, sir. 

iVea. And, moreover, I'll give the world thus much 
to understand beside, that if I had not lain with the 
widow in the wane of the moon, at one of my Seven 
Stars' houses, when Venus was about business of her 
own, and could give no attendance, she had been 
brought a-bed with two roaring boys by this time ; and 
the Gemini being infants, I'd have made away with them 
like a step-mother, and put mine own boys in their 
places. 75 

Sir G. Lamb. Why, this is beyond talk ; you outrun 
your master. 

Enttr Pick AD ILL. 

Pick. Whoop ! draw home next time ; here are all the 
old shooters that have lost the game at pricks \ What a 
fair mark had sir Gilbert on't, if he had shot home before 
the last arrow came in ! methinks these show to me now, 
for all the world, like so many lousy beggars turned out 
of my lady's bam, and have ne'er a hole 10 put their 
heads in, [Aside. 

Wea. Mass, here's her ladyship's ass ; he tells us any- 
thing. S4 

Sir G. Lamb. Ho, PickadiU I 







) No Wit, no Help |*cr m. 

^. What, sir Gilbert Lambstone I 

itlemen, outlaws all, how do you do ? 

■(> G. Lamb. How ! what dost call us? how goes the 

world at home, lad ? 
al strange news P 

Hck. This is the state of prodigals as right as can be ; 
u they iiave spent all their means on brave feasts, 
''re glad to scrape to a servicg-man for a meal's meat : 
you that whilom, hke four prodigal rivals, 93 
lid goose or capon, crane or woodcock choose, 
w're glad to make up a poor raeaJ with news ; 
imoriable hearing ! 
Via. He's in passion' 
to the eyebrows for us. 

Vri. master Weatherwise, I blame none but you 1 
I're a geiillenian deeply read in Pond's'' Almanac, 
thinks you should not he such a shallow fellow ; 
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You might have gone to a tavern and made meny with 



fVea. Has the best moral meaning of an ass that e'er 
I heard speak with tongue, — Look you here, gentlemen. 
[Seads a/mana£.'\ Fifth day, neither fish norJUsh. 

Pick. No, nor good red herring, and you look again, no 

Wea. \reads^ Sixth day, privily prevented. 

Pick. Marry, faugh ! 

Wta. \reads.'\ Seventh day, shrunk in the wetting. 

Pick. Nay, so will the best ware bought for love or 
money. 

Wta. \r<ads.'\ The eighth day, over head and ears. 

Pick. £y my faith, he come[s] home in a sweet pickle 
then ! 

Wea. [reads.] TIte ninth day, scarce sound at heart. 

Pick. What a pox ailed it ? 

Wea. [reads.] The tenth day, a covrtier's weUome. 

Pick. That's a cup of beer, and you can get it. ijo 

Wea. \reads?^ The eleventh day, slona against the wind. 

Pick. Pox of an ass ! he might have thrown 'em 
better. 

Wea. Now the twelfth day, gentlemen, that was our 
day; [Reads. 

Past all redemption. 

Pick. Then the devil go with't ! 

Wea. Now you see plainly, gentlemen, how we're 
us'dj 
The calendar will not lie for no man's pleasure. 

Sir G, Lamb. Push, you're too confident in almanac- 
posies. 






"1 

S NoWU,noHtlp [*crBi 

V- Faith. K> s^ we- 
ir G. Lamb. They're mere delusions. 
Ve«. How! 

1 see how knarish}; ihey happen, sir. 
i> C. lamh. Ay, that's because they're foolishl; 
beliey'd,' sir. 13 
Vea, Well, take yonr courses, gentlemen, withoo 
, and see what will come on't: you may wandc 
ma^terlcss men, there's ne'er a planet will care ; 
■penny for you ; if they look after you, I'll be banged 
:d you scorn to bestow twopence to look aftc 
n. 

i> G. Lamb. How, a device at the wedding, sayesi 
1? 

'Hik, Why, have none of you heard of that, yet? 
(> C. Lamb. 'Tis the first news, i'faith, lad. t^c 
H(k. 0, there's a brave travelling scholar entertained 
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Wea. He's shrewdly hurt, by my faith ; if he catch 
3D ague of that ffishion, I'll be hanged 

Pi(k. He'll come abroad anon. 

Sir G. Lamb, Art sure on't? 

PUk. Why, he ne'er stays a quarter of an hour in the 
house together. 

Sir G. Lamb. No ? how can he study then ? 

/•lirii.. Faugh, best of all; he talks as he goes, and 
writes as he runs ; besides, you know 'tis death to a 
traveller to stand long in one place. 161 

Sir G. Lamb. It may hit right, boys I— Honest Picka- 
dill, 
Thou wast wont to love me. 

PUk. I'd good cause, sir, then. 

Sir G. Lamb. Thou shalt have the same still ; take 
that [Giving money. 

Pick. Will you believe me now ? I ne'er loved you 
better in my life than I do at this present. 

Sir G. Lamb. Tell me now truly; who are the pre- 
senters ? 
What parsons^' are employed in the device ? 

Pick. Parsons ? not any, sir ; my mistress will not be 
at the charge ; she keeps none but an old Welsh vicar. 

Sir G. Lamb. Prithee, I mean, who be the speakers? 

Pick. Troth, I know none but those that open their 
mouths. Here he comes now himself, you may ask 






No Wit, no Help (ACT HI. 
EitUr Beveril 
■«j. Is this he ? by my failh, one may pick a gentle- 
out of his calves and a scholar out on's cheeks ; 
nay see by his looks what's in him : I warrant yon 
has ne'er a new almanac come out these dozen 
, but he has studied it over and over. \Aside. 
' G. Lamb. Do not reveal us now. ,8, 
■k. Because you shall be sure on't, you have given 
\ ninepence here, and I'll give you the slip' 

•■ G. Lamb. Well said. {Exit Pickadill.]— Noir 

the fool's pleased, we may be bold. 
V. Love is as great an enemy to wit 
Tiorance to art ; I find my powers 
uch employ'd in business of my heart, 
all the time's loo little to despatch 
rs within me. Fortune, too lemiss, ,50 
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A quick invention, and a happy one, aoo 

Reward your study, sir ! 

Bet'. Gentlemen, I thank you. 

Sir G. Lamb. We understand your wits are in employ- 
ment, sir. 
In honour of this wedding. 

Bev. Sir, tlie gentleman 
To whom that worthy lady is betroth'd 
Vouchsafes t' accept the power of my good will io't. 

Sir G. Lamb. I pray, resolve us then, sir — for we're 
friends 
That love and honour her — 
Whether your number be yet full, or no, 
Of those which you make choice of for presenters ? 

Bei'. First, 'tis so brief, because the tirae is so, am 
We shall not trouble many ; and for those 
Wc shall employ, the house will yield in servants. 

Sir G. Lamb. Nay, then, under your leave and favour, 
sir. 
Since all your pains will be so weakly grac'd, 
And, wanting due performance, lose their lustre, 
Here are four of us gentlemen, her friends. 
Both lovers of her honour and your art, 
That would be glad so to express ourselves. 
And think our service well and worthily plac'd. 

Bev. My thanks do me no grace for this large kindness , 
You make my labours proud of such presenters. air 

Sir C- Lamb. She shall not think, sir, she's so ill 
belov'd, 
But friends can quickly make that number perfect. 





No Wit, no Help [*««.. 

She's bound l' acknowlcsige it 
G. Lamb. Only thus much, sir, 
1 will amau her most ; I'd havc't so carried, 
J cui do't, that neither she nor none 
i know what friends we were till all wete done. 
I. Av, that would make the sport \ 

I like it weU, sir: 

!l be so dispos'd of. 

G. Lamb. We're the men then. ajg 
■n>en look yoa, gentletnen ; the device is single. 
:, and plain, because the time's so short. 
;ves no freedom to a wealthier spoct ; 
■Ay, gentlemen, the four elements 
sliest forms. Earth, Water, Air, and Fire. 
/. Mass, and here's four of us too. 
. Itfiuwdl, sit: 
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Sir G. Lamb. Crost ? I hope not so, sir. 

Bev. I can employ but two of you. 

-flj*. How comes that, sir? 

Bev. Air and the Fire should be by me[nj presented. 
But the two other in the forms of women. 

Wea. Nay, then, we're gone again ; I think these 
women 
Were made to vex and trouble us in all shapes. [Aside. 

Sir G. Lamb. Faith, sir, you stand too nicely.' 

Wea. So think I, sir. 7ji 

Bev. Yet, when we tax ourselves, it may the better 
Set off our errors, when the fine eyes judge 'em ; 
But Water certainly should be a woman. 

Wea. By ray faith, then, he is gelded since I saw 
him last; he was thought to be a roan once, when he 
got his wife with child before he was married. 

Bev. Fie, you are fishing in another stream, sir. 

Wea, But now I come to yours, aod you go to that, 
sir; I see no reason then but Fire and Water should 
change shapes and genders. 261 

Bev. How prove you that, sir ? 

Wea. Why, there's no reason but Water should be a 
man, because Fire is commonly known to be a quean. 

Bev. So, sir ; you argue well. 

Wea. Nay, more, sir ; water will break in at a little 
crevice, so wilt a raan, if he be not kept out ; water will 
undermine, so will an informer; water will ebb and 
flow, so will a gentleman ; water will search any plac^ 
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and so will a constable, as lately he did at my Seven 
Stars for a young wench that was stole; water will 
quench fire, and so will Wat the barber : ergp^ let Water 
wear a codpiece-point 273 

Bev. Faith, gentlemen, I like your company well 

Wea, Let's see who'll dispute with me at the full o' 
the moon ! 

Bev, No, sir; and you be vain-glorious of your 
talent, I'll put you to't once more. 

Wea, I'm for you, sir, as long as the moon keeps in 
this quarter. 

Bev, Well, how answer you this then ? earth and water 
are both bearers, therefore they should be women. 

Wea, Why, so are porters and pedlars, and yet they 
are known to be men. 283 

Bev. I'll give you over in time, sir ; I shall repent the 
bestowing on't else. 

Wea. If ^ I, that have proceeded * in five-and-twenty 
such books of astronomy, should not be able to put 
down a scholar now in one thousand six hundred thirty 
and eight, the dominical letter being G, I stood for a 
goose. 290 

Sir G. Lamb, Then this will satisfy you ; though that 
be a woman, 
Oceanus the sea, that's chief of waters. 
He wears the form of a man, and so may you. 

Bev, Now I hear reason, and I may consent. 



I This passage was probably added by Shirley. See Introduction. 
3 i.e. tSLken a degree. 
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Sir G. Lamb. And so, though earth challenge a 
feminine face, 
The matter of which earth consists, thaf s dust, 
The general soul of earth is of both kinds. 

Bo). Fit yourselves, gentlemen, I've enough for me ; 
Earth, Water, Air, and Fire, part 'em amongst you. 

Wea. Let me play Air,' I was my father's eldest son. 300 

Bev. Ay, but this Air never possess'd the lands. 

Wea. I'm but disposed to jest with you, sir; 'tis the 
same my almanac speaks on, is't not ? 

Bev. That 'tis, sir. 

Wea. Then leave it to my discretion, to fit both the 
part and the persoa 

Bev. You shall have your desire, sir. 

Sir G. Lamb. We'll agree 
Without your trouble now, sir ; we're not factious. 
Or envy one another for best parts, 
Like quarrelling actors that have passionate fits ; 3 10 
We submit always to the writer's wits. 

Bev. He that commends you may do't liberally, 
For you deserve as much as praise can show. 

Sir G. Lamb. We'll send to you privately. 

Bev. I'll despatch you. 

Sir G- Lamb. We'll poison your device. 

\Aside, and exit. 

Ftp. She must have pleasures. 
Shows, and conceits, and we di^raceful doom. 

[Aside, and exit. 



> Old ed. " lair." 





No Wit, no Help, etc, Iacthi. 

•a. We'll malce your Elements come limping home. 
\AHde, and exit. 
•K How happy ara I in this unlook'd-for grace, 
voluntary kindness, from these gentlemen ! 

er bekind Mistress Low-water and Low-water, 

both liisguised as before. 
L set off all my labours far more pleasing jjo 
e the widow, whom my heart calls mistress, 
ny tongue dares not second it. 
w. How say you now, Kate? 
/. Lffu: I like this music well, sir. 
V. unfortunate ! 

hough a tree be guarded from my touch, 
;'s none can hinder rae to love the fruit. 
■f. Loiv. Nay, now we know your mind, brother, 
provide for you. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

A Room in Sir Oliver Twilight's House. 

Enter Sir Oliver Twilight, Lady Twilight, Sunset, 
Sandfield, Dutch Merchant, Philip Twilight, 
Servants, aw^Savourwit aloof off ?- 

Sir O. Twi. O my reviving joy! thy quickening 
presence 
Makes the sad night of threescore and ten years 
Sit like a youthful spring upon my blood : 
I cannot make thy welcome rich enough 
With all the wealth of words 1 

Z. Twi, It is exprest, sir, 
With more than can be equalled ; the ill store 
Lies only on my side, my thanks are poor. 

^r O. Twi Blest be the goodness of his mind for 
ever 
That did redeem thy life, may it return 
Upon his fortunes double I that worthy gentleman, lo 



1 See note a, p. 1x3. 
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j master Beverii ! shower upon him, heaven, 
,e unexpected happiness to requite him 
that my joy ' unlook'd for ! 0, more kind, 

justcr far, is a mere stranger's goodness 
n the sophisiic faith of naiurai sons ! 
e's one could juggle with me, take up the ransom, 

md his loose companion 

tv. Say you mc so, sir ? 

;at hard eggs for that trick. \^Aaie. 

ir 0. Tii'i. Spend the money, 

bring me home false news and empty pockets ! 
hat young gallant's tongue there, you were dead m 

weeks before this day, had not this merchant 
iglit first the truth in words, yourself ia subsUuice, 
. Tivi. Pray, let me stay you here, ere you proceed, 

he report me dead, say you ? 



^ 



SCENE 1. 1 



Like a Woman's 



379 



Sav. No, by my troth, is't not, 
Twould make shift to spend another ransom yet. [^Aside. 
Sir O. TiL'i. Well, sir, I must confess you've here 
dealt well with me, 
And what is good in you I love again. 

Sav. Now am I half-ways in, just to the girdle. 
But the worst part's behind. [Aside. 

Sir O. Twi. Many, I fear me, sir. 
This weather is too glorious to hold long. 

L. Tim. I see no cloud to interpose it, sir, 40 

If you place confidence in what I've told you. 

Sir O- Twi. Nay, 'tis clear sky on that side; would 
'twere so 
All over his obedience ! I see that. 

And so does this good gentleman 

Z. Twi. Do you, sir ? 

Sir O. Tivi. That makes his honesty doubtful 
L. Tivi. I pray, speak, sir ; 
The truth of your last kindness makes me bold with 
you. 
J}. Mer. The knight, your husband, madam, can best 
speak; 
He tniellest can show griefs whose heart they break. 
L. Twi. I'm sorry yet for more ; pray, let me know't, 
sir. 
That 1 may help to chide him, though 'twould giiere 
me. so 

S> O. Twi. Why then prepare foi't ; you came over 

In the best time to do't you could pick out ; 
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t only spent my money, but, to blind me, 

and his wicked instrument 

r<H-. Now he fiddles rae ! \AsWi. 
^ir 0. Twi. Brings home a minion here, by greit 

chance known ; 
Id me she was his sister ; she proves none. 
^ Twi. This was unkindly done, sir ; now I'm sony 

good opinion lost itself upon you ; 
11 are not the same son I left behind me, 
ite grace took him. — 0, let me end in time. to 
■ fear I should forget myself, and chide him 1 — 
lere is [s]he, sir f though he beguil'd your eyes, 

cannot deceive mine, we're now too hard for him ; 
: since our first unfortunate separation 
: often seen the girl — ^would that were true ! — 

\Asidi. 

many a happy accident, many a one. 
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Now see me take a poison with great joy, 
Which^ but for thy sake, I should swoon to touch. 

Enter Grace. 

Grace, What new affliction ? am I set to sale, 
For any one that bids most shame for me ? \Aside, 

Sir O. Twi, Look you ! do you see what stuff they've 
brought me home here ? 81 

Z. Twi, O bless her, eternal powers ! my life, my 
comforts. 
My nine years' grief, but everlasting joy now! 
Thrice welcome to my heart ! [embracing Grace] 'tis she 
indeed. 

•Sir a Twi, What, is it ? 

FMl, I'm unfit to carry a ransom ! 

Sav, [aside to Grace, who kneels,"] Down on your knees, 
to save your belly harmless ; 
Ask blessing, though you never mean to use it. 
But give't away presently to a beggar-wench. 

FhU, My faith is blemish'd, I'm no man of trust, sir ! 

Z. Tivi, [raising Grace.] Rise with a mother's bless- 
ing I 

Sav, All this while 90 

Sh'as rise with a son's. [Aside. 

Sir O, 7W. But soft ye, soft ye, wife ! 
I pray, take heed you place your blessing right now ; 
This honest Dutchman here told me he saw her 
At Antwerp in an inn. 

Z. Twi, True, she was so, sir. 

J?. Mer. Sir, 'tis my quality, what I speak once. 
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Srm ever ; in that inn I saw her ; 

It lets ' her not to be your daughter now. 

w> 0. Twi. O, sir, is't come to that ! 

>»». Here's joys ne'er dreamt on ! 

«> O. Ttvi. O master Sunset, I am at the rising 

my re/ulgent happiness 1 — Now, son Sandfield, ice 

:e more and ever ! 

>and. I am proud on't, sir. 

w> O. Twi. Pardon me, boy ; I've wronged thy faith 

too much. 
«7r. Now may 1 leave my shell, and peep my head 

forth. \AniU, and advanaiig. 
>ir 0. Twi. Where is this Savourwit, thai honot 

whorson, 
It I may take my curse from his knave's shouldm? 
iiir. 0, sir, I feel you at my very blade here ! 
jr curse is ten stone weight, and a pound over. 
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I've more grace in me ; I go out of England still 
When I take such courses ; that shows modesty, sir. 

Sir 0. Twi. Anything full of wit and void of harm, 
I give thee pardon for ; so was that now. 120 

Sav. Faith, now I'm quit,' I find myself the nimbler 
To serve you so again, and my will's good ; 
Like one that lately shook off his old irons, 
And cuts a purse at bench to deserve new ones. 

Sir O. Tu'i. Since it holds all the way so fortunate 
still. 
And strikes so even with my first belief, 
This is the gentleman, wife, young master Sandtield 

here, 
A man of worthy parts, besides his lands. 
Whom I make choice of for my daughter's bed. 

Sav. But he'll make choice there of another bed- 
fellow. [Aside. 130 

L. Tivi. I wish 'em both the happiness of love, sir. 

Sir 0. Twi. 'Twas spoke like a good lady I And 
your memory 
Can reach it, wife — but 'tis so long ago too — 
Old master Sunset he had a young daughter 
When you unluckily left England so, 
And much about the age of our girl there, 
For both were nurs'd together. 

L. Twi. 'Tis so fresh 
In my remembrance, now you've waken'd it, 
As if twelve years were but a twelve hours' dream. 

' Acquitted. 
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1 
No Wit, no Help t«Ti 

t> 0. Twi. That girl is now a proper ' gentlewoma 
ine a body, wife, as e'er was measur'd i 
T an indenture cut in farthing steaks. 
un. O say not so, sir Oliver ; you shall pardon n 

th, sir, you're to blame. 
ir O. Tu-i. Sings, dances, plays, 
ches an instrument with a motherly grace. 
un. 'Tis your own daughter that you mean thai b| 
av. There's open Dutch indeed, and he could td 
it. \A^ 

ir 0. Tit-i. This wench, under your leave 

«n. You have my love in't. 

» G Twi. Is my son's wife that shall be. 

av. Thus, I'd hold with't, 

our son's wife that should be master Sandlield's. j. 
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Sir O. 7\tn, You shall along, i'faith ; you must not 

refuse me. 

[Exeunt all except Lady Twilight, Grace, Philip 

Twilight, and Savourwit. 

Phil O mother, these new joys, that sets my soul 

up — 160 

Which had no means, nor any hope of any — 

Has brought me now so far in debt to you, 

I know not which way to begin to thank you ; 

I am so lost in all, I cannot guess 

Which of the two my service most constrains. 

Your last kind goodness, or your first dear pains. 

Z. 7W. Love is a mother's duty to a son, 

As a son's duty is both love and fear. 

Sav, I owe you a poor life, madam, that's all ; 

Pray, call for't when you please, it shall be ready for 

you. 170 

Z. Twi, Make much on't, sir, till then. 

Sav, If butter'd sack will. [Aside. 

Z. Twi. Methinks the more I look upon her, 

son, 

The more thy sister's face runs in my mind. 

Phil, Belike she's somewhat like her; it makes the 

better, madam. 

Z. Thtfi, Was Antwerp, say you, the first place you 

found her in ? 

Phil. Yes, madam : why do you ask ? 

Z. Twi. Whose daughter were you ? 

Graa. I know not rightly whose, to speak truth, 

madam. 
VOL. IV. 2 B 
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Sof. The roolhei of hct was a good twigger* the 
whilst. [AfiJ/. 

L. Tun. No? with whom wetc you brongfat op then 

Grau. With those, madam, 
To whom, I' re oftcD heard, tiie enemy sold me. tSo 

L. Twi. What's that ? 

Grace. Too often have I heard this piteous stoiy, 
Of a distiesstd mother I had once. 
Whose comfortable sight I lost at sea ; 
But then the years of childhood took from me 
Both the remembrance of her and ihe sorrows, 

L. Twi. O, 1 begin to feet her in my blood ! 
My heart leaps to be at her. [^n^<r.] — What ms dial 

Grate. Some said, an English lady ; but I know not 

Z. Twi. What's thy name ? 

Grait. Grace, 

Z. Tivi. May it be so in heaven, ,^ 

For thou art mine on earth ! welcome, dear child. 
Unto thy father's house, thy mother's arms, 
After thy foreign sorrows : {Embraemg Grace. 

S<n: 'Twill prove gallant I \Aiidt. 

L. Twi. What, son 1 such earnest-work I I bring thee 
joy now 
Will make the rest show nothing, 'tis so glorious. 



a wantoa peraoo of dlher lei. " Elle i,{iut ti 
. She knowes well enough what belongs lo 
1 1 hacklier, a twiggtr, a good ODc in ber time. 




Phil. Why, 'tis not possible, madam, that man's happi- 
ness 
Should take a greater height than mine aspires. 

L.Twi. ^o? nowyoushallconfessit: this shall quit ihee 
From all fears present, or hereafter doubts, 
About this business. 

/'All Give me that, sweet mother 1 200 

Z. 7W. Here, take her then, and set thine arms 
a- work ; 
There needs no 'fection,' 'tis indeed thy sister. 

rAil. My sister ! . 

Sav. Cuds me, I feel the razor ! [/Isirft. 

L. Twi. Why, how now, son ? how comes a change so 

fhil O, I beseech you, mother, wound me anywhere 
But where you pointed last ! that's present death ; 
Devise some other miserable torment, 
Though ne'er so pitiless, and I'll run and meet It ; 
Some way more merciful let your goodness think on, 210 
May steal away my joys, but save my soul : 
I'll willingly restore back every one. 
Upon that mild condition; anything 
But what you spake last will be comfortable. 

L. Twi. You're troubled with strange fits in England 
here; 

IVour first suit to me did entreat me hardly 
To say 'twas she, to have old ^ wrath appeas'd ; 
1 Affi 
i Oh 



1 Afieclion, i.e. ikfTectatioa (ai in H^mUt, ii. a, Ac.) 
■ Old ii Erequeolly us«d la cDiphmise Ibe lollowicig word. Sec Djrce's 
•X Gloaary. 
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And now 'tis known your sister, you're not pleased : 
How should I show myself? 

Phil Say 'tis not she. 

Z. Twu Shall I deny my daughter ? 220 

Phil, O, you kill me, 
Beyond all tortures ! 

Z. Twi. Why do you deal thus with me ? 

PhiL She is my wife, I married her at Antwerp ; 
I've known the way unto her bed these three months. 

Sav. And that's too much by twelve weeks for a sister. 

\Aside, 

Z. Twi, I understand you now, too soon, too plain ! 

PhiL O mother, if you love my peace for ever, 
Examine her again, find me not guilty ! 

Z. Twi, 'Tis now too late, her words make that too 
true. 

Phil, Her words ? shall bare words overthrow a soul ? 
A body is not cast away so lightly. 230 

How can you know 'tis she — let sense decide it — 
She then so young, and both so long divided ? 

Z. Twi, She tells me the sad story. 

Phil, Does that throw me ? 
Many a distress may have the face of yours, 
That ne'er was kin to you. 

Z. Twi, But, however, sir, 
I trust you are not married. 

Phil, Here's the witness, 
And all the wealth I had with her, this ring, 
That join'd our hearts together. \Givcs ring, 

L, Twi, O, too clear now ! 
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Thou'st brought in evidence to o'erthrow thyself; 

Had no one word been spoke, only this shown, 340 

'T'ad been enough to apprpv'd ' her for mine own ; 

See here, two letters that begun my name 

Before I knew thy father : this I gave her, 

And, as a jewel, fasten'd to her ear. 

Griuc. Pardon me, mother, that you find it stray ; 
I kept it till I gave my heart away. 

Phil. O. to what mountain shall 1 take my flight, 
To hide the monster of my sin from sight ! 

Sav. I'll to Wales presently, there's the best hills 
To hide a poor knave in. \Aside. 250 

L. TivL O heap not desperation upon guilt ! 
Repent yet, and all's sav'd ; 'twas but hard chance : 
Amongst all sins, lieaven pities ignorance, 
She's still the first that has her pardon sign'd; 
s else see their faults, she's only blind : 
Go to thy chamber, pray, leave off, and win ; 
One hour's repentance cures a twelvemonth's sin. 

Grace. O my distressed husband, my dear brother ! 

[Exeunt Lady Twilight and Grace. 

iliiV. O Savourwit, never came sorrow yet 
To mankind like it ! I'm so far distress'd, 260 

3 time left to give my heart attendance, 
Too little all to wait upon my soul. 
Before this tempest came, how well I stood, 
Full in the beams of blessedness and joy ! 
The memory of man could never say 



' To luve proved. 
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ck a storm fell in so bright a day. 
hat man that even life surfeits of , 
lo live, unworthy to be seen 

[most] savage eyesight : give's thy hand ; 
end me to thy prayers. ' 

Next time I say 'em. [Aside. 170 
'. Farewell, my honest breast, that crav'st no more 
possible kindness 1 that I've found thee large in, 

must ask no more ; there wit must stay, 
not pass where fate stops up the way: 
rive with thee ! I'll never see thee more. [Going 
. What's that, sir? pray, come back, and bring 

those words with you, 
lall not carry 'em so out of my company : 
s no last refuge when your father knows it ; 
s no such need on't yet ; stay but till then, 
ike one with yoj that will imitate you ijo 
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SCENE II. 

A large Room in Lady Goldenfleece's House. 

Several Servants discovered placing things in order, and 

FiCKADiLL looking on. 

Pick, Bestir your bones nimbly, you ponderous beef- 
buttocked knaves ; what a number of lazy hinds do I 
keep company withal ! where's the flesh-colour velvet 
cushion now for ray lady's pease-porridge-tawny-satin 
bum ? You attendants upon revels ! 

Jnrsi Ser. You can prate and domineer well, because 
you have a privilege[d] place ; but I'd fain see you set 
your hand to't. 

Pick. O base bone-pickers, I set my hand to't ! when 
did you e'er see a gentleman set his hand to anything, 
unless it were to a sheep-skin,^ and receive a hundred 
pound for his pains ? 12 

Sec, Ser. And afterward lie in the Counter for his 
pleasure. 

Pick, Why, true, sir, 'tis for his pleasure indeed : for, 
spite of all their teeths, he may lie i' th' Hole ' when he 
list. 

Pirsl Ser. Marry, and should for me. 

Pick. Ay, thou wouldst make as good a bawd as the 
best jailor of them all ; I know that 20 



1 A porchmeDt bond. 

> See note 3, vol i. p. 19a. 
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rj/ Str. How, fool ! 

ck. Hark ! I must call yon knave within ; 'tis bol 
ig somewhat the longer for't. \E3^nt. 

music. Enter, arm in arm. Lady Goldknflsece 
richly dresicd, and Mistress Low-water richly 
attired as a man ; after them Sir Oliver Twilight, 
Sunset, and Dutch Merchant ; after them Lady 
Twilight, Grace, and Jane ; after them Philip 
Twilight,Sandfield,Savourwit, aftrfLoW-WATBB, 
disguised at before. 

h. Lmv. This fair assembly is most freely welcome. 
r 0. Tu'L, A-f.' Thanks to you, good sir. 

Gold. Come, my long-wish'd-for madam, 
and this worthy stranger take best welcome ; 

freedom is a secomi feast to me. 
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Good, seat yourselves : shall we be found unrearfiest ? 

\They sit. 
What is yon gentleman with the funeral-face, there? 
Methinks that look does ill become a bride-house. 

Sir 0. Twi. Who does your worship mean, sir? my 
son Philip ? 
I'm sure he had ne'er less reason to be sad. — 40 

Why are you sad, son Philip ? 

Phil. How, sir, sad ? 
You shall not find it so, sir. 

Sav. Take heed he do not, then. Vou must beware 
how you cany your face in this company ; as far as I can 
sec, that young bridegroom has hawk's eyes, he'll go 
nigh to spell sister in your face ; if your nose were but 
crooked enough to serve for an S, he'd find an eye 
presently, and then he has more light for the rest. 

Phil. I'll learn then to dissemble, 49 

Sav. Nay, and you be to learn that now, you'll ne'er 
sit in a branched ' velvet gown as long as you live ; you 
should have took that at nurse, before your mother 
weaned you ; so do all those that prove great children 
and batten well. Peace, here comes a scholar indeed ; 
he has learnt it, I warrant you. 



Enter Beveril wiik a pasteboard. 
L. Geld. Kind sir, you're welcome ; you take all the 



< Embroidered, figured. Cifford's 
Ferd, ui. 331) thai branchtd means " 
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'fp. I wish they were but wontty of the grace 
our fair presence and this choice vsemblj : 
e is an abstract, madam, of what's shown, 

Gpld. Thank you for't. sir. 6<> 
'ci: I wouid I durst present mv lore as boldly ! 

fit. Ltw. My honest brother ! \Asidi. 
. Gold. Look thee here, swecihean. 
fis. Lew. What's there, sweet madam ? 
frt-. Music, and we're ready. 

ijur hud musk/er « vAi&, m Mug like a gMe «faa 
on ffiusideeftkt stttgt. and fiasies cmtjSrr; Of 
Sir G. Lambstone. in the ckararUr of Fire, ismt 
from it, vitfi yeUtro' hair and btard iniermin^ 
-.filh streaks Hkt u-ild fianus, a thrrtpcinUd fire in 
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of a day colour. Bbvbril stands bthind and ghes 
Sir G. Lambstone the first words of his speech. 

Bev. TTiefiame of zeal 

Sir G. Lamb. The wicked fire of lust 
Does nojv spread heat through water, air, and dust. 

Bev. How ! he's out in the beginning. [^Aside.'l — The 
wheel of time 

Wea. The devil set fire o' the distaff. \Aside. 

Sir G. Lamb. J that -was wont in elder limes to pass 
For a bright angel — so they caltd mt then — 
Now so corrupted with the upstart fires 70 

Of avarice, luxury, and inconstant heats. 
Struck from the bloods of cunning clap-fain daughters, 
Night-viaiking wives, but, most, libidinous widows. 
That I, that purify even gold itself, 
Have the contemptible dross thrown in my face. 
And my bright name walk common in disgrace. 
How am I u^d d late, that I'm so handled,— 
Thrust into alleys, hospitals, and tubs I 
I was ome a name of comfort, warm'd great houses, 
When charity was landlord,- fve given welcome 80 

To forty russet yeomen at a time. 
In a fair Christmas hall. How am I chang'd I 
The chimneys are swept up, the hearth as cold 
As the forefather^ charity in the son ; 
All the good, hospitable heat now turns 
To my young landlord's lust, and there it burns : 
Rich widows, that were wont to choose by gravity ' 
Their second husbands, not by tricks of blood, ^ 

Are now so taken with loose Aretine Karnes 
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s, smootk-faed ratamiUs, to fulfil thtir itd, 

!f are the fire, i' late my MghlHes, darks, 
i fills the world so full of beggarly sparks. 
to'. Hea[rlt, how am I disgtac'd ! what rogue should 

Ihisbe? 
„ Gold. By my Mth, monsieur Fire, you're & hot 

whoreson ! 
fh. Lmt: I fear my brother is beside his wits, 
would not be so senseless to rail thus else. \AsiiIt. 

V.t After this keat,you madams fat and fair, loo 
1 your casements viide, and take in air ; 

not that air false women make up oaths with, 
nor thill air gallants perfume (heir clothes -wiih ; 
1 that air that keeps about the clouds. 
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He tkai believes a •midoiifs words shali/ail, 

Wkin Venu^ gown-skirls sweeps the Dragon's tail ; 

Fair nveatker the first day she makes to any, ijo 

7ke second cloudy, and the third day rainy ; 

The fourth day a great storm, lightning, and thunder ; 

A bolt strikes the suitor, a boy keeps her under. 

Ben. 'Life, these are some counterfeit slaves crcpl in 
their rooms, 
A' purpose for disgrace ! they shall all share with me : 
Heart, who the devil should these be ? \Extl. 

L. Gold. My faith, gentlemen, 
Air has perfum'd the room well ! 

Sir 0. Twi. So methinks, madam. 

Sai'. A man may smell her meaning two rooms ofT, 
Though his nose wanted reparations, 
And the bridge left at Shoreditch, as a pledge ijo 

For rosa solis,'^ in a bleak ing-house.' [Aside. 

Mis. Low. Life, what should be his meaning in't ? 

Lew. I wonder. 

Oi/er. Methinks this room should yet retain such heat, 
Struck out from the first ardour, and so glow yet. 
You should desire my company, wish for water. 
That offers here to serve your several pipes. 
Without constraint of mill or death of laaUr-house. 
What if I sprinkled on the widav/s cheeks 
A few cool drops, to lay the guilty heat 

That fiaskes from her conscience to her face ; 140 

Would't not refresh her shame I From such as she 
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U look ■wiakiuu and inconstancy; 
nelimes STvtU akovc my hanks and sprtad, 
•/n commonly with child btfor, thtyre wed; 
■li the Sirens sing bifort Ihty play, 
ermprt ^'iuhcraft.for her smilts Mray ; 
•re I'm least seen, there my most danger lies, 
n those parts hid most from a mart's eyes, 
heart, her love, or what may be more elost; 
nw HO mercy, she Ihiiits thai no lass; 150 
er Poor galUinIs, pirates thrive in me; 
!p to cast away, and so does she, 
. Gold. Nay, and you can hold nothing, sweet sir 

Water, 
wash my hands a' you ever hereafter. 
p. Earth stands for a full point, me you should 

hire 
lop thf gaps of » 'aler. Air, and Firt : 
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Sir G, Lamb. And now to vex^ Against ncUure^form^ rule^ 
place y 170 

See once four warring * elements all embrace / 

[The Elements embrace. 

Re-enter^ at several comers^ Beveril with three other 
persons y attired like the four Winds, with wings, &*c., 
the South Wind having a great red face, the North 
Wind a pale, bleak one ; the Western Wind one cheek 
red atui another white, and so the Eastern Wind: they 
dance to the drum and fife, while the four Elements seem 
to give back and stand in amaze : at the end of the dance 
the Winds strip the Elements of their disguises, which 
seem to yield and almost fall off of themselves at the 
coming of the Winds. Exeunt all the Winds except that 
represented by Beveril. 

Z. Gold. How ! sir Gilbert Lambstone ! master Over- 
done ! 
All our old suitors ! you've took pains, my masters ! 
Sir G. Lamb, We made a vow we'd speak our minds 

to you. 
WecL And I think we're as good as our words, though 
it cost some of our purses ; I owe money for the clouds 
yet, I care not who knows it ; the planets are sufficient 
enough to pay the painter, and I were dead. 
L. Gold. Who are you, sir ? 
£ev. Your most unworthy servant. 

[Discovering himself. 

1 Okied. "waiUng." 
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:. Gold. Pardon me ; is't you, sir ? ,fc 
3n: My disgrace urg'd my wit to Uice some form, 
erem I might both best and properliesl 
cover my abusers and your own, 
i show you some content, — before y'had none. 
'. Gold. Sir, 1 owe much both to your care and love, 
J you shall find your full requital worthy.^ 
s this the plot now your poor envy works out? 
revenge myself with pitj-ing on you.— 
ce Fire into the buttery, he has most need on't ; 
■e Water some small beer, too good for him ; — 19a 
, you may walk abroad like a fortune-teller ; — 
: take down Earth, and make him drink i' the celiac. 
[Exeunt Sir G. Lambstonk, Weatherwise, 
Overdone, and Pepperton, wUM Low- 
water. 
ytis. Lmv. The best revenge that could be 1 
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Z. Gold, Good rest, lady. 

Sir O, Twu A most contentful night begin a health, 
madam, 201 

To your long joys, and may the years go round with*t ! 
Z. Gold. As many thanks as you have wished 'em 
hours, sir, 
Take to your lodging with you. 
Mis. Lew. A general rest to alL 

\Exeunt with Servants aU the guests eouept 
Philip Twilight and Savourwit. 
Phil. I'm excepted. 

Sav. Take in another to you then; there's room 
enough 
In that exception, faith, to serve us both ; 
The dial of my sleep goes by your eyes. 

\E7ceunt Philip Twilight and Savourwit. 
Sune closes.^ 



1 Old ed. '^Manent Widow and Mrs. Low-waier;" but "Act 5, 
Scene i,** is marked immediately afterwards. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE I. 

jlDV GOLDtSPLEECX and MtSTRESS LoW-WATE«, 

disguiud as btfort, art diiaxtrtd. 

n up ail the wealth this day has brought me. 

thus I hue it- [Emtra^ng htr_ 

•f /.T.' I'r.thee- 
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And fit but for one business, like a fool ? 
Vou shall not find it so. 

L. Gold. Vou can talk strangely, sir ; 
Come, will you to bed ? 

Mis. Low. No, faith, will not I. 

L. Gold. What, not to bed, sir ? 

Mis. Low. And I do, hang me ; not to bed with you. 

Z. Gold. How, not to bed with me, sir? with whom else? 

Mis. Low. Why, am not I enough to lie with myself ? 

Z. Gold. Is that the end of marriage ? 

Mis. Low. No, by my faith, 
'Tis but the beginning yet ; death is the end on't, 3.0 
Unless some trick come i' the middle and dash all. 

Z. Gold. Were you so forward lately, and so youthful. 
That scarce my modest strength could save me from you. 
And are you now so cold? 

Mis. Low. I've thought on't since ; 
It was but a rude part in me, i'faith. 
To offer such bold tricks to any woman. 
And by degrees I shall well break myself from't ; 
I feel myself well chasten'd since that time, 
And not the third part now so loosely minded. 
O, when one sees their follies, 'tis a comfort ! ^ 

My very thoughts take more staid years upon 'em. 
O, marriage is such a serious, divine thing ! 
It makes youth grave, and sweetly nips the spring. 

Z. Gold. If I had chose a gentleman for care 
And worldly business, I had ne'er took you ; 
I had the offers of enough more fit 
' Foi such employment ; I chose you for love, 





No Wit. no Help Iactt. 

1, and content of heart, and not for troubles ; 

irc not ripe for them ; after you've spent 
twenty years in dalliance, youth's affairs, 40 
lake a book in your hand, and sum up cares ; 

r wealth now, you know that's got to your hands. 

r. Lotv. But had I known't had been so wrongfiillj- 
got, 

heard since, you should have had free leave 

vc made choice of another master for'L 

Gold. ^VTiy, can that trouble you ? 

s. Low. It * may too soon ; but go, 

leeps arc sound, I love not to be started 

an ill conscience at the fall of midnight, 

have mine eyes lorn ope with poor men's curses ; 

not like the fate on't, 'tis stili apt rp 

reed unrest, dissension, wild debate, 

I'm the worst at quarrels upon earth. 
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'Tis at your courtesy, and that's ill trusted : 
You could not want a friend, beside a suitor, 
To sit in your husband's gown, and look o'er your 
writings. 

L. Gold. What's this ? 

Mii. Low. I say there is a time when women 
Can do too much, and understand too little : 
Once more, to bed ; I'd willingly be a father 
To no more noses than I got myself; 
And so good night to you. 

L. Gold. Now I see the infection ; 
A yeLow ' poison runs through the sweet spring 70 

Of his fair youth already; 'tis distracted. 
Jealous of that which thought yet never acted. — \Asidt. 

dear sir, on my knees I swear to thee— — \Kneth. 
Mis. Low. I prithee, use them in thy private chamber. 

As a good lady should ; spare 'em not there, 
'Twill do thee good ; faith, none 'twill do thee here. 
L Geld, [rising.^ Have 1 yet married poverty, 
miss'd ^ love ? 
What fortune has my heart I that's all I crav'd, 
And that hes now a-dying ; it has took 
A speeding poison, and I'm ignorant how : 

1 never knew what beggary was till now. 
My wealth yields me no comfort in this plight ; 
Had want but brought me love, I'd happened r. 

[Aside, and goes into her bed-(kambtr. 



' Tbe colour of jealousy. 
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'is. Lck: So, this will serve now for a preptra- 

tive 
»pe the power* » of some dislike at first ; 
physic will pay't horae. — 

Enftr Low-water, disguised as before. 

How dost thou, sir? 
1 goes the work ? 
Mf. Your brother has the letter. 
'». I^m: I find no slop in'l then, it moves well 

hitherto ; 
you convey it closely? 
aw. He ne'er set eye of me. 

Enter ahme ' Beveril wilh a letter 
<.-;: 1 cannot read too often. 
''ii. Lmi.: Peace ; to your office. 90 
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world that, since the wedding-dinner, all my mirth was 
but dissembled, and seeming joys but counterfeit. The truth 
to you, sir, is, I find so little signs of content in the bargain 
I made i' the morning, that I began to repent before et'en- 
ing prayer ; and to show some fruits of his wilful neglect 
and wild disposition, more than the day could bring forth 
to me, has now forsook my bed ; I know no cause for't. 107 

Mis. LffW. But I'll be sworn I do. {Aside. 

Bev. [reads.] Being thus distressed, sir, I desire your 
comfortable presence and counsel, whom I know to be of 
worth and judgment, that a lady may safely imfarl her 
griefs to you, and commit 'em to the virtues of commisera- 
tion and secrecy. — Your unfortunate friend. The Widow- 
Wife. 

/ have took order for your private admittance with a 
trusty servant of mine own, whom I have plaad at my 
chamber-door to attend your coming. 
He shall not wait too long, and curse my slowness. 

Lmv. I would you'd come away then ! [Aside. 

Bev. How much am I beguil'd in that young gentle- 

I would have sworn had been the perfect abstract 
Of honesty and mildness ; 'tis not so. 

Mis. Lcnv. I pardon you, sweet brother ; there's no 
hold 
Of what you speak now, you're in Cupid's pound. [Aside. 
Bev. Blest be the secret hand that brought thee 
hither 

thand that writ it, ten times blest ! 
[Exit aboi'e. 
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. Thai's I still ; has blest me now ten tinies u 

twice. 

; I hear him coming. 
. Zj^v. Strike it sure now. 
. I warrant thee, sweet Kate ; choose jonr 

best ' ■ [Exit Mistsess Low-watbb. 



Enter Bevxrii- 

. Who's ihere ? 

O, sir, is't you ? you're welcome then ; 
ly still expects you, sir. 

Who's with her ? 
, Not any creature living, sir. 
. Drink lh.it ; [Giving n 

aile thee wait loo long. 
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Re-enter Mistress Low-water, with Sir O. Twilight, 
Lady Twilight, Sunset, Dutch Merchant, Grace, 
Jane, Philip Twilight, Sandfield, Savourwit, 
and Servants. 

Mis, Low. Pardon my rude disturbance, my wrongs 
urge it ; 140 

I did but try the plainness of her mind. 
Suspecting she dealt cunningly with my youth, 
And told her the first night I would not know her ; 
But minding to return, I found the door 
Warded suspiciously, and I heard a noise, 
Such as fear makes and guiltiness at th' approaching 
Of an unlook'd-for husband. 

All, This is strange, sir. 

Mis, Low, Behold, it's barr'd ; I must not be kept 
out. 

Sir 0» Twi, There is no reason, sir. 

Mis, Low, ril be resolv'd ^ in*t : 
If you be sons of honour, follow me ! 150 

[Rushes into the bed-chamber^ followed by Sir 
Oliver Twilight, Sunset, &»c, 

Sav, Then must I stay behind ; for I think I was 
begot r the woodyard, and that makes everything go so 
hard with me. 

Mis, Low, [withinJ] That's he ; be sure on him. 



^ Assured, satisfied. 
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Re-tnUr confusedly Mistress Low-water, Sir Oliver 
TwiucHT, Sunset, ^c. Lady Goldenfleece 
and Beveril. 

Sir O. Tivi. Be not so furious, sir. 

Mis. Lew. She whispcr'd to him to slip into her 
dosct. — 
What, have 1 taken you ? is not my dream true now ? 
Unmerciful o3ultress, the first night ! 

Sir O. Tu'i. Nay, good sir, patience. 

Afis. Lav. Give nie the villain's heart, 
That 1 may throw't into her bosom quick I 
There let the lecher pant 

L. Tnri. Nay, sweet sir 

Mis. Low. Pardon me, 
His life's too little for me. 

L. Gold. How am I wrongfully sham'd ! — Speak yout 
intent, sir. 
Before this company ; I pursue no pity. 

Mis. Lou: This is a 6ne thievish juggling, gentlemen, 
She asts her male that shares in guilt with net ; 
Too gross, loo gross ! 

Bet\ Rash mischief! 

Mis. Low. Treacherous sir. 
Did I for this cast a friend's arm about thee, 
Gave thee the welcome of a worthy spirit, 
.\iid loilg'd thee in my house, nay, entertain'd tfaO^ 
Mote like a natural brother than a stranger? 
.\nd have I this reward ? perhaps the pride 
Of ihy good parts did lift thee to this impudence; j 
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Let her make much on 'em, she gets none of me ; 
Because thou'rt ileepiy read in most books else, 
Thou wouldst be so in mine ; there it stands for ihee. 
Turn o'er the leaves, and where you left, go forward ; 
To me it shall be like the book of fate. 
Ever claspt up. 

Sir 0. Tivi. O dear sir, say not so ! 

Mis. Low. Nay, I'll swear more ; for ever I refuse ' 
her; i&j 

I'll never set a foot into her bed. 
Never perform the duty of man to her, 
So long as I have brealh. 

Sir 0. Twi. What an oath was there, sir I 
Call it again. 

Mis. Levi, I knew, by amorous sparks struck from 
their eyes. 
The fire would appear shortly in a blaze. 
And now it flames indeed. — -Out of my house. 
And take your gentleman of good parts along with you ! 
That shall be all your substance ; he can live 
In any emperor's court in Christendom : 190 

You knew ' what you did, wench, when you chose him 
To thrust out me ; you have no* politic love ! 
You are to learn (o make your market, you ! 
You can choose wit, a burden light and free. 
And leave the grosser element with me, 
I Wealth, foolish trash ; 1 thank you. Out of my doors I 

■ Renauncc; 

» Otded. "know," 
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.3 No Wii, no Heip (act.. 
.Sir 0. Twi. Nay, good sir, hear her. 

tri— - 

J/ii. Ltv. Pray, to yoor chambers, gentlemen , 1 

should be here 
aster of what is mine. 

Si'- 0. Ttci. Hear her bnt speak, sir. m 
Mil A-er. UTiat can she speak but woman's common 

Uoguage ? 
;e's sorrr and asfaam'd for't, — thai helps nothing, 
L G-U. Sir. since it is the hard hap of my life 

t> r«tf;ve injury where I plac'd my love 

Mis- Lra: Why, la, I told you what escapes shtd 

havel 
.*;/> O. Ts-i. Nay, pray, sir, hear her forward. 
L. Gr.'J. Let our parting 
lull is charitable as our meeting was ; 
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Amounts to some five thousand [pounds] a-piece ; ajo 

Exchange a charitable hand with me, 

And take one casket freely, — fare thee well, sir. 

Sir 0. Tivi. How say you to that now? 

Atis. Low. Troth, I thank her, sir ! 
Are not both mine already ? you shall wrong me, 
And then make satisfaction with mine own ! 
I cannot blarae you, — a good course for you ! 

'. Gold. I knew ' 'twas not my luck to be so happy ; 
My miseries are no starters ; when they come, 
Stick longer by me. 

Sir O. Tivi. Nay, but give me leave, sir, 
The wealth comes all by her. 

Mii. Low. So does the shame, 230 

Yet that's most mine ; why should not that be too ? 

Sir O. Twi. Sweet sir, let us rule ^ so much with 
you; 
Since you intend an obstinate separation. 
Both from her bed and board, give your consent 
To some agreement reasonable and honest. 

Afis. Low. Must I deal honestly with her lust? 

Z. Titii. Nay, good sir 

Mis. Low. Why, 1 tell you, all the wealth her husband 
left her 
Is not of power to purchase the dear peace 




' Old ed. "know." 

1 -Used, perhaps, asa diisylUble ; but qy. 'yet ruUt'" — Dyct. I 
take il ihst the (iisi word, luw/, is 10 be pronouacol witb suoh pleading 
o be equivalent 10 a dissyllable. 
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y hean has losl in these aduherous seas ; 
t let her works be base, mine shall be noble. i^ 
Sir 0- Tu'i. That's the best word of comfort I heard jtt 
J/w. L/»v. Friends may do much. — Go, bring those 
caskets forth.— [£xeun/ iuv> Scr^-anB. 

ate her sight ; I'll leave her, though I lose bj^. 
Sir 0. Tm. Spoke like a noble gentleman, i'&itli! 

honour thee for this. 
£n'. O cursed man ! 

ust thy rash heat force thb division ? [AnJt- 
Mil, Leu: You shall have free leave now, without ill 
fear; 

atchings and whisperings ; take him boldly to you. 
Z, Gold, O that I had that freedom 1 since my shame 
ts by all other fortunes, and owns him jji 
wonhy -entlcmaii : if [his cloud were past him. 
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Mis. Law. Though nothing less she merit but a curse, 
That might siiU hang upon her and consume her still, 
As't has been many a better woman's fortune, 
That has deseiVd less vengeance and felt more, 260 
Yet my mind scorns to leave her shame so poor. 

Sir 0. Twi. Nobly spoke still ! 

-5'/> G. Lamb. This strikes me into music ; ha, ha ! 

Fep. Parting of goods before the bodies join ! 

Wca. This 'lis to marry beardless domineering boys; 
I knew 'twould come to this pass: well fare a just 
almanac yet ; for now is Mercury going into the second 
house near unto Ursa Major, that great hunks,' the Bear 
at the Bridge-fool in heaven," which shows horrible bear- 
baitings in wedlock ; and the Sun near entering into the 
Dog, sets 'era all together by the ears, 170 

Sir O. Tvi. You see what's in't. 

Mis. Low. 1 think 'tis as I left JL 

L. Gold. Then do but gage your faith to tiiis assembly, 
That you will ne'er return more to molest me, 
But rest in all revenges full appeas'd 
And amply satisfied with that half my wealth, 
And take't as freely as life wishes health ! 



1 " Harry Huoks " was ihe name of a beai at Paris Garden, Sr 
Marlirwe. ed. Bullcn, lu. 143. 

■ " If Sleevens had recolleclHl this passage, he would not have pro- 
posed toallertbe follQwing one in Tht Purilanbj reading ' in Ihtcven ' 
iot 'in henven,'— -Ay, by yon Bear al Bridge-foot it htaven, shall 
thou,'— Mfllone's Sb^. Io S/ialaiptart. vol. ii. p. 559. The Bearwasa 
well-known tavern — accordine to Sleevens (i>irf.), "at the fool of London 
bridge.' Gifford says, in a note on Shiriey's Lady 0/ Pleanrt, where 
this expccxsitin occurs ( Worki, vol ir. p. 7a), Ihat the ' iridgi meani 
wai in Shiriej'i tune called tbs Smnd-teidge.' "—Djee. 
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6 No Wit, no Help [*cit 
7r a Tvi. La,ywi,OT! come, come, £^ih, yon shill 

/w- Z^rr. Nav, gentlemen, j 

raur sikn oow I will deal rurljr with her. ] 
v> 0. T-ari, 1 woold we might see that, sir ! 

til. Utf. I coold set her free ; iSo 

aow I think on't, she deserves it not. 
\WL Nay, do t»ot check your goodness ; pray, sir, on 
with'L 

In. Lose. I could release her ere I parted with her— 

'twere a courtesy fll plac'd— and set her 
is free liberty to many again » 
von all know she was before I knew her. 
iV O. Ttri. What, conld'st thou, sir? 
Mis. Lffte. Bnt 'tis too good a blessing for her ; — 

■tith :he casket, sinah. 
- GcU. 0, sir. stay ! 
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But how shall I be sure of the honest use on't, 300 

How you'll employ that liberty ? perhaps sinfully, 

In wantonness unlawful, and I answer for't ; 

So 1 may live a bawd to your loose works still, 

In giving 'em first vent ; not I, shall pardon me ; 

I'll see you honestly join'd ere I release you ; 

1 will not trust you, for the last trick you play'd me : 

Here's your old suitors. 

Pep. Now we thank you, sir. 

Wea. My almanac warns me from all cuckoldy con- 
junctions. 

L. Gold. Be but commander of your word now, 
sir, 310 

And before all these gentlemen, our friends, 
I'll make a worthy choice. 

Sun. Fly not ye back now. 

Mii. Low. I'll try thee once: I'm married to an- 
other, 
There's thy release. 

Sr O. Twi. Hoyday I there's a release with a witness ! 
Thou'rt free, sweet wench. 

/. Gold. Married to another 1 Then, in revenge to 
thee, 
To vex thine eyes, 'cause thou hast moclc'd my heart, 
And with such treachery repaid my love, 
This is the gentleman I embrace and choose. 

\Taking Beveril by the hand. 

Mii. Zou'. O torment to my blood, mine enemy ! jao 
None else to make thy choice of but the man 
From whence my shame took head ! 
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Sir O. l^m. Faith, but you'll find it so, sir, an'l be 

foUow'd. 
Wea. So says my almanac, and he's a true man : 
Look you ; [reads] The thirtemtk day, work for the hang- 
Mis. Low. The fourteenth day, make haste, — 'tis time 

you were there then. 
Wea. How ! is the book so saucy to tell me so? 
Bev. Sir, I must tell you now, but without gall, 
The law would hang you, if married to another. 
Mis. Low. You can but put me to my book, sweet 
brother, 350 

And I've my neck-verse ' perfect here and here : 
Heaven give ihee eternal joy, my dear, sweet brother ! 
[Disawering herself and embracing Beveril : 
Low-water also discovers himself. 
Sir 0. Tu<i. 
L. Twi, S^c. J 
Sir G. Lamb. O devil ! herself I did she betray me ? 
A pox of shame, nine coaches shall not stay me ! [Exit. 
Bev. I've two such deep healths in two joys to pledge, 
Heaven keep me from a surfeit ! 

Sir 0. 2u'i. Mistress Low-water ! 
Is she the jealous cuckold all this coil's about P — 
And my right worshipful serving-man, is't you, sir? 



\ Who's here ? 



' The verse (usually Ihe beeinning of 31st Paim, Mutrert mei, 4c.) 
read by criminals lo entitle them to "benefit ol clergy." See some 
remariu on the custom in Hirrison's England, iL li., and Cowell's 
liUtrfnUr. 
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Keeps company with extortion aiid foul deeds. 
And, like a wind which vengeance has in chase, 
Drives back the wrongs into the injurer's face : 
My punishment is gentle ; and to show 
My thankful mind for't, thus I'll revenge this, 
With an embracement here, and here a kiss. 

\Embraces Mistress Low-water and kisses 
Beveril. 

Sir 0. Tiei. Why, now the bells they go trim, they 
go trim. — 
I wished thee, sir, some unexpected blessing. 
For my wife's ransom, and 'lis fain upon thee. 389 

Wea. A pOK of this ! my almanac ne'er gulled me 
till this hour : the thirteenth day, work for the hangman, 
and there's nothing toward it. I'd been a fine ass if I'd 
given twelvepence for a horse to have rid to Tyburn 
to-morrow. But now J see the error, 'tis false-figured ; 
it should be, thirteen days and a half, work for the 
hangman, for he ne'er works under ihirteenpence half- 
penny;! beside, Venus being a spot in the sun's gar- 
ment, shows there should be a woman found in hose and 
doublet 

Sir O. Tu'i. Nay, faith, sweet wife, we'll make no 
more hours on't now, 'tis as fine a contracting lime as 
ever came amongst gentlefolks, — Son PhiUp, master 
Sandfield, come to the book here. 403 



' " ThlHeenpetiM halfpenny " was considered lo be the hangman': 
(ea. See Tim TttUratk's Nan Ytai'i Gift, ed. Furnivall, p. 43, 1. 1* 
and the cole aa that passage. 
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L. Gold. Here, master Sandfield, then 

Sir O. Twi. Cuds bodkins 1 
L. Gold. Take you this maid. 

\Gmng}Ks^ to Sandkield. 
Sand. You could not please me better, madam. 
Sir O. Twi. Hoyday ! is this your hot love to my 

daughter, sir? 
/. Goid. Come hither, Philip ; here's a, wife for you. 

[Giving Grace to Philip Twilight. 
Sir 0. Twi. Zouns, he shall ne'er do that; marry his 

sister ! 
L. Gold. Had he been rul'd by you, he had married 
her. 
But now he marries master Sunset's daughter. 
And master Sahdiield yours : I've sav'd your oath, sir. 430 
Phii. may this blessing hold I 
Sav. Or else all the liquor runs out. 
Sir O. Twi. What riddle's this, madam ? 
L. Gold. A riddle of some fourteen years of age 
now. — 
You can remember, madam, that your daughter 
Was put to nurse to master Sunset's wife. 
L. Twi True, that we talk'd on lately. 
Sir O. Twi I grant that, madam. 
L. Gold. Then you shall grant what follows : at that 
time, 
You likewise know, old master Sunset here 
Grew backward in the world, till his last fortunes 440 
Rais'd him to this estate. 
Sir 0. Twi. Slill this we know too. 
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Fhil. How art thou blest from shame, and I from 
ruin ! \To Grace. 

Sav. I from the baker's ' ditch, if I'd seen you in. 

Phil. Not possible the whole world to match again 
Such grief, such joy, in minutes lost and won ! 4J0 

Bev. Who ever knew more happiness in less compass ? 
Ne'er was poor gentleman so bound to a sister 
As I am, for the weakness • of thy mind ; 
Not only that thy due, but all our wealth 
Shall lie as open as the sun to man. 
For thy employments ; so the charity 
Of this dear bosom bids me teil thee now. 

Mis. Low. I am her servant for't, 

L. Gold. Hah, worthy sister ! 
The government of all I bless thee with. 4S0 

Bev. Come, gentlemen, on all perpetual friendship. 
Heaven still relieves what misery would destroy ; 
Never was night yet of more general joy. 

[Exeunt omites. 



' "So in Brome's Sfiaragai GarJen, 1640:— ' "SliBart, Coulten, ire 
be vaJkn inio Iti Baier'i rfiVf*.'— Sig. K 3. The ancient way of pun- 
ishing bakers who did nol give full weight was by (he cudting-slool 
(see Grey's nole on Hvdiirai. p. iii. 1. iii. v. 609) ; qy. is that punish- 
menl alluded [0 in (he above passageiV—Dyci. 

' An evident misprint. Dyee suggests ■ ' wiltiness. " Perhaps "the 
warhingt at Vay mind" may be Ibe tnie reading. 




^ i m iy WgATBncwg«. 

No«, let UK tee, what watba shall wc have now ? 
Hold bir BOW, and I care DM [Anofaiy at ajwtaim\-- 

mus, foil mcMto too 
Jttn between five and nx this aftenioon ! 
This luppeiu r^ht ; \frads\ TJtt ikjf^the btst part dan. 
Save kerw MnJ ikett a ehad «r hev Jisferr'd, — 
Tint's some dozen of panders xnd half a score 
Pickpockets, jou nujr know them by their whistle; 
And they do weU to use that while they may, 
For Tybuni cra<is the pipe and spoib the mnsic; 
What says the destiny of the hour this evening ? n 

Hah, [rrarfi] Fear hc colours / ' by my troth, agreed dun ; 
The red amJ white looks cheerfully ; for, know yc all. 
The planet's Juj>iter, you should be jovial ; 
There's nothing lets* it but [he Sun i' the Dog: 
Some bark in corners that will fawn and cog^* 
Glad of my fragments for their ember-week ; 



iia" was originailji > piUilBiy 
See Dyce's Shakaftan Gbisnry. 
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The sign's in Gemini too, both hands should meet, 
There should be noise i' th' air, if all things hap, 
Though I love thunder when you make the clap. 
Some faults perhaps have slipt, I am to answer : ^ 20 
And if in anything your revenge appears. 
Send me in with all your fists about mine ears. 



^ ' * Here a line (ending with the word ' Cancer ') has dropt out. ^-^Dyce, 
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